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The  leaves  are  turning,  the  chapel  chimes  are  chapeling,  the 
freshmen  are  getting  stale,  rush  is  gone  but  not  forgotten,  and  the 
Old  Line  is  commemorating  these  memorable  events  with  a new  issue 
The  new  Old  Line  will,  for  one  thing,  be  fatter  than  previous  issues 
consisting  of  32  pages,  which  signifies  nothing  except  that  it  wil 
make  a better  fly  swatter,  killing  flies  with  one  swat  rather  than  c 
messy  two  or  three,  as  with  the  former  thin  issues.  Also,  we  triec 
to  include  more  humour  than  ever,  but  that  is  a matter  of  opinion 
Ours,  anyway. 

We  welcome  the  freshmen.  Hi,  freshmen.  We  welcome  bacl< 
the  sophomores,  juniors,  seniors  and  those  who  aren’t  quite  one  01 
the  other.  Hi,  sophomores,  juniors,  seniors  and  those  who  aren’t  quite 
one  or  the  other.  Hi  everybody  else.  We  hope  you  like  the  Old  Line 
and  its  format.  And  if  you  don’t  . . . well,  listen  . . . it’s  free. 

Margie  Miller — Editor 
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s0  traum 


a fink  in  residence 


fiction  by  LARRY  PEARSON 


\\\ 


The  peace  and  tranquility  that  had  hovered  over  212 
East  Charles  Hall  for  the  past  seven  hours  was  suddenly 
broken  by  the  incessant  clanging  of  my  alarm  clock. 

My  name  is  Melvin  Fink;  I’m  a Faculty  Resident. 
( Dum-de-dum-dum) 

As  I peered  out  the  window  of  my  cell,  my  eyes  im- 
mediately became  fixed  on  a very  luscious  example  of 
womanhood  standing  in  “J”  lot  selling  bon-bons.  Her 
hair  was  as  golden  as  corn  flakes,  her  lips  were  as  red 
as  tomato  juice,  her  eyes  were  as  dark  as  creamless 
coffee — which  reminded  me — I hadn’t  been  to  breakfast. 

Reminiscing  over  the  past  five  years  in  which  I have 
been  acquainted  with  Maryland’s  “an  adventure  in  eat- 
ing”, I’m  positive  that  if  the  dining  hall  were  ever  closed, 
Bromo  Seltzer  stock  would  drop  twenty  points  overnight. 

While  trudging  toward  my  appointment  with  indiges- 
tion, a man  tapped  me  on  the  shoulder  and  informed  me 
that  I had  just  been  appointed  Secretary  of  Commerce; 
but  I’m  not  interested  in  minor  positions,  my  job  is 
protecting  the  4.792  residents  of  East  Charles  Hall. 

After  I had  gulped  down  the  last  bite  of  breakfast, 
it  was  time  for  my  English  I exam.  One  of  these  days 
I’m  going  to  pass  this  course.  I would  have  passed  it 
last  semester  if  Ernest  Hemingway  had  written  Rip  Van 
Winkle. 

It  was  about  three  o’clock  when  I recovered  from  the 
shock  of  the  exam.  Being  in  very  low  spirits,  1 decided 
that  only  my  favorite  game  “Fool  the  Infirmary  Doc- 
tors"’ would  buoy  up  my  spirits.  The  object  of  this  game 
is  to  inject  some  good-natured  fun  into  the  dull  life  of  the 
Infirmary’s  doctors.  After  a short  five  hour  wait,  Miss 
Nightingale,  head  nurse,  ushered  me  into  the  doctor’s 
office.  The  office  was  tastefully  decorated  with  wall  to 
wall  cadavers  as  well  as  numerous  books  with  long  im- 
pressive titles  such  as  Diseases  of  Graduate  Students,  etc. 
The  doctor,  in  a very  sympathetic  tone,  asked.  “What 
seems  to  be  the  trouble?” 

“Well  sir,  I replied  meekly,  “I’ve  got  Parkinson’s 
Disease  and  he  has  mine.” 

As  my  hip  pockets  bounced  down  the  Infirmary  steps 
I came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  medical  profession 
does  not  appreciate  a good  joke.  Picking  myself  up  I 


headed  for  the  Dining  Hall,  only  to  find  the  lines  had 
closed  for  the  evening.  This  was  perhaps  a blessing  in 
disguise  since  they  were  serving  pheasant  under 
glass,  and  the  glass  always  gets  between  my  teeth.  In- 
stead I dined  at  Harley’s  on  Baltimore  Boulevard.  This 
in  itself  was  remarkable,  since  Harley  has  no  store  on 
Baltimore  Boulevard. 

Back  in  my  room  after  a delicious  meal.  I decided  it 
was  time  to  hit  the  books.  At  nine  fifteen  my  B.A.  10 
cram  session  was  interrupted  by  a telephone  call.  On  the 
other  end  was  Mrs.  Taylor,  housemother  of  Montgom- 
ery Hall. 

“Oh,  Mr.  Fink,  you  must  help  save  our  dorm.”  she 
pleaded.  “Last  year's  residents  are  back  to  claim  their 
rooms.  They  are  in  front  of  the  dorm  shouting  some- 
thing about  squatters’  rights.” 

“No  kidding,”  I remarked. 

“You  are  the  last  resort.  All  of  the  other  faculty 
residents  are  busy  with  room  inspections,”  she  said. 

As  these  words  of  desperation  came  pouring  out  of 
the  telephone,  I could  think  only  of  myself.  This  was 
my  chance  to  be  somebody.  I could  see  it  all  before  me; 
my  picture  on  the  cover  of  Time  and  maybe  even  a half- 
inch column  on  page  five  of  the  Diamondback.  I quickly 
assured  Mrs.  Taylor  that  I would  be  right  over. 

When  I arrived  at  the  scene  of  action  I knew  I could 
not  handle  a mob  of  this  size  by  myself.  I needed  some- 
thing to  distract  this  seething  mass  of  humanity.  My 
fairy  godmother  came  to  my  rescue  by  lending  me  1000 
feet  of  three  inch  pipe.  With  this  I constructed  a pipe 
line  (logical)  from  the  mob  scene  to  the  Delicatessen. 
Within  minutes  the  succulent  aroma  from  the  Delica- 
tessen had  tickled  the  smellers  of  the  crowd.  The  ensu- 
ing rush  towards  the  Delicatessen  turned  into  a stampede 
whose  size  was  topped  only  by  the  panty  raid  of  1955. 
After  the  last  shout  of  “one-half  cheeseburger  to  go”  had 
faded  into  the  distance,  I knew  that  my  job  here  was 
done. 

Back  in  my  cell,  as"  I prepared  for  bed  and  dusted 
off  my  picture  of  Dean  Ensor,  I could  not  help  thinking 
that  my  actions  tonight  at  Montgomery  Hall,  coupled 
with  the  actions  of  my  successors,  would  somedav  make 
our  University  a safe  place  to  raise  our  children. 
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once  you’ve  chosen  hif\ 

all  Ihe  pleasant  plans  begin: 
the  choice  of  your  Lunt  Sterling, 
from  the  patterns  here,  becomes 
a shining  symbol  of  your  new  life 

together . . . one  of  the  proudest 
possessions  you  will  share. 


Write  for  literature  and  your  free  copy  of 


fftli 


article  by  BARRY  ALLEN 


Beware  Greeks ! 


Part  II 


The  duties  of  any  central  admin- 
istrative body,  such  as  the  IFC,  are 
to  provide  a sounding  board  for  the 
gripes  and  criticisms  of  its  members, 
to  promote  the  interests  of  its  mem- 
bers, and,  most  of  all,  to  inform  its 
members. 

The  question  raised  is,  should  the 
IFC  go  out  of  its  way  to  inform 
all  students  on  campus?  Because  the 
fraternity  system  is  the  way  it  is, 
and  the  Council  emphasizes  this  fact, 
a ring  of  secrecy  usually  surrounds 
many  of  the  happenings  of  this  body. 

A group  such  as  the  IFC  can  be- 
gin to  lose  its  effectiveness  if  there 
is  lack  of  depth  in  the  information 
provided  by  it.  Few,  if  any,  persons 
“out  of  the  know”  can  simply  ac- 
quire data  pertinent  to  the  funda- 
mental channels  of  the  Council. 
Many  Greeks  feel  that  the  independ- 
ent does  not  have  the  right  to  know 
events  behind  the  closed  doors  of 
the  board  meetings,  simply  because 
it’s  none  of  his  business. 

The  only  information  that  squeaks 
out  from  the  Council  meetings  has 
usually  been  gone  over  by  the  pro- 
pagandists and  public  relations  men 
for  which  the  group  is  famous. 

Although  little  is  censored  and 
not  all  the  reporting  is  prejudiced, 
most  of  the  reports  handed  out  have 
been  gone  over  with  a fine  tooth 
comb  by  the  IFC. 

The  IFC  itself  is  recognized  as 
being  second  only  to  the  SGA  in 
student  administrative  importance; 
some  consider  it  first.  Such  a group, 
which  controls  such  a vast  segment 
of  student  opinion  and  activity  and 
which  partially  influences  the  entire 
student  body,  should  be  more  whil- 
ing to  inform  the  students  at  large: 
and  thus,  by  example,  help  the  var- 
ious groups  on  campus. 

The  IFC,  with  its  frailties  and  ob- 
vious need  for  improvement,  should 
try  not  only  to  release  the  positive 
happenings  of  the  meetings,  but 
more  of  the  various  problems  on 
hand  so  that  the  University  student 
will  have  a better  understanding  of 
this  organ. 


Certainly  the  IFC  has  much  to 
offer  in  educating  the  campus  in  or- 
ganization, functioning,  planning,  etc. 
The  RMA  would  do  well  to  solicit 
aid  from  this  body,  and  the  IFC 
would  do  well  to  offer  it. 

A more  open  attitude  by  the  IFC 
to  the  University  at  large  would  also 
improve  public  relations  between 
them.  A gigantic  awe  encompasses 
many  students  of  the  IFC  because  of 
the  secretive  factor  of  the  closed- 
door  meetings.  Even  the  most  adam- 
ant IFC  adversaries  within  the  coun- 
cil will  not  speak  outside  the  confines 
of  the  board  because  of  an  unwritten 
law  which  states  that  all  problems 
of  the  IFC  shall  remain  the  property 
of  no  one  else  but  the  IFC. 

And  yet  the  other  large  represen- 
tative student  administrative  organ, 
the  SGA,  endeavors  to  inform  and 
let  the  students  benefit  from  their 
experiences  and  knowledge.  They 
believe  that  the  students  have  a 
“right  to  know-.” 

If  you,  IFC,  be  the  power  that 
many  claim  you  to  be,  then  in  order 
to  truly  be  effective  on  a campus 
wide  level  and  in  order  to  better 
fulfill  your  responsibility  to  the  F ni- 
versity.  you  too  must  inform.  If  you 
can  ask  the  students  to  attend  your 
programs,  (IFC  Presents,  Greek 
Week,  etc.),  and  to  rush  your  hous- 
es, then  they  do  indeed  have  the 
right  to  knowr  more  about  you. 

Is  it  not  time  that  Greeks  and  In- 
dependents alike  recognize  that  this 
is  an  unhealthy  situation?  If  they 
believe  this  is  competition,  can  they 
not  realize  that  the  groups  involved 
are  not  thriving  but  hurting?  Is  it 
not  time  that  the  cloak-and-dagger 
performances  of  the  IFC  begin  to 
cease?  When  will  the  time  come 
when  the  IFC  will  endeavor  to  as- 
sist the  other  groups  on  campus  by 
opening  their  doors  and  giving  aid? 

Few  should  doubt  the  potential 
reward  and  satisfaction  that  can  be 
derived  from  such  efforts.  Let  us 
hope  that  the  members  of  the  IFC 
remepiber  that  they  are  Greeks,  but 
above  all  that  they  are  University 
of  Maryland  students. 
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bitrma  road 


aren't  the  only  thing  they  have  at  the 

STUDENT  SUPPLY  STORE 
STUDENT  UNION 


cosmetics 

school  supplies 
jackets 

pocketbooks 

greeting  cards 


Come  Huddle  at 


Char-Broiled  Hamburgers  and  Steaks 
Pizzas  and  Spaghetti 
Open  10  - Midnight 

Special  Sunday  Brunches  10  A.M.  to  3 P.M. 
Just  around  the  corner  at  the  South  Gate 
WA.  7-6560 


mud,  mud,  mud, 

thud,  thud,  thud, 

the  weary  lad  makes  his  way 

like  past  the  Fine  arts  building. 

ah,  where's  the  walk. 

walk?  Why,  they  forgot  that. 

stupid,  but  in  keeping  with  tradition. 


scratch 


lampshades  drifting  through  the  room, 
smoke  gets  in  my  eyes, 
flies  do,  too, 

but  I don't  care  about  them. 

i'll  swat  them  . . . dead. 

the  lights  are  bright, 

my  glasses  dark. 

like  filtered  man, 

it's  what's  up  front  that  counts. 

crash  bang  boom. 

there's  a tingling  in  my  lobes. 

irritation  man,  like  itch 

another  dirty,  smoky,  fly-infested  cell. 

some  cat  says,  “Say,  man.  lend  an  ear. 

i d give  him  one, 

but,  like,  they'd  say  / looked  odd. 


poetry  by 
Bill  Tynan 
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Maryland  Weekend 

Senior  Vs.  Frosh 


article  by 

G.  R.  Booth  and  C.  J.  Steckel  (P.R.  Inc.) 


Frosh  Yo-Yo's  home  to  Mom. 


Frosh  watches  TV  with  the  girl  he  left  behind  (in  B Town). 


Friday  afternoon — Senior  meets  with  the  Elite. 


Senior  exits  under  own  steam  (?) 


Saturday  a.m.  (?) — These  guys  would  make  rotten  room-mates. 


Saturday  afternoon — -Boola  Boola!  Go  Red  Men! 


For  it's  Party,  Party,  Party! 


Frosh  helps  Daddy  and  friends  build  a patio. 
(It  gonna  be  big). 


Frosh  takes  girl  and  sister  (age  6)  to  movies 


"Oh  well,  what  the  hell." 


Going  to  Sunday  school  (where  else!) 


. I just  can't  believe  it!" 


Sunday  a.m. — ''What  am  Ah  doin'  hyar!" 


Do-It-Yourself  t loot 


. . . but  once  securely  fastened  to  the  float  itself,  they  will  be  no  problem. 


Wood  will  be  quite  simple  to  obtain  with  all  the  construction  going  on  around  campus,  and  a mere  handful  of  pledges 
is  not  too  great  a sacrifice  to  make  while  running  from  police. 
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feature  by 

Lynn  Berkis,  Susan  Traum,  and  Margie 


Chicken  wire  is  essential,  and  a few  chickens  may  add  that  final  authentic  touch. 


After  shaping  the  chicken  wire  into  the  form  desired,  discounting  thumbs  lost,  a gala  feast  will  be  observed  during  the  work 
break  as  the  chicken  casualties  are  broiled  over  an  open  fire  (fed  bv  1000  rolls  of  fuschia  creDe  DODer  that  inadvertently 
fell  into  it),  and  everyone  bandages  his  wounds  while  gaily  chanting  "Chain  Gang." 


I 1 


Everything  was  red — red  and 
black,  with  people  jumping  and 
dancing  and  weaving  in  and  out  to 
the  bar — all  so  grotesque,  like  people 
playing  a part,  the  party  side  of 
them. 

Expected  to  dance,  they  danced; 
expected  to  sing  and  yell  and  spill 
beer,  they  sang  and  yelled  and 
spilled  beer.  Shadows  leapt  up  on 
the  wall  like  consciences,  not  really 
doing  what  their  owners  were  doing. 
Music  screaming  and  echoing  and 
everything  in  motion,  moving  to  the 
music,  even  the  floors  and  walls  were 
wavering  to  the  music.  So  dizzy  and 
sick  of  the  redness  . . . 

Step  outside  to  the  coolness  and 
wetness  of  another  world.  No  red 
any  more,  just  no-color,  gray  and 
black  and  mist. 

She  didn’t  want  to  be  here,  hut  it 
had  to  end  sometime.  He  knew  it — 
he  sensed  it  without  her  telling  him. 
Come  up  to  fall  weekend — no,  really, 

I can’t — why  not — so  she  came  and 
it  was  all  over,  all  over,  just  the 
final  break  was  left. 

Walk  down  by  the  river,  not  even 
holding  hands,  although  he  tried. 
Brushing  first  against  the  arm  of 
her  jacket,  just  lightly,  just  a sug- 
gestion of  closeness,  then  hesitat- 
ingly taking  her  hand.  So  cold  and 
ic\ . her  hand,  and  yet  sweaty  in  the 
creases  of  the  palm — five  fingers, 
five  dead  cold  fingers.  He  involun- 
tarily unclasped  it  and  they  walked 
along  in  silence,  over  wet  mud 
and  marshy  grass  to  the  path  to  the 
river,  she  mumbling  incoherently 
about  the  dampness,  he  cold  and  si- 
lent because  he  knew. 

Unreality,  the  whole  thing  was  un- 
reality— the  path  was  still  marshy, 
hut  now  like  sponge  rubber.  She  was 
walking  on  a sponge  in  a misty  gray 
sink  with  trees  marching  like  sol- 
diers by  her  as  she  floated  down  the 
gray  sink.  The  trees  were  also  no- 
color and  the  grasses  on  the  side  of 
the  sponge-path  were  not  really  there 
hut  were  threads  of  imagination 
tangled  around  the  marching  trees. 
She  tried  to  picture  the  path  as  it 
would  he  in  daylight  and  spring,  but 
all  she  could  visualize  was  a white 
blank.  If  it  wasn’t  like  this,  then  it 
wasn  t at  all.  There  never  was  color 
here,  nor  any  life  hut  he  and  she 
walking  down  the  sponge. 

The  path  finally  ended  and  the 


river  was  there.  It  wasn't  a real 
river,  not  now'  anyway,  except  for 
the  bridge  that  crossed  it  farther 
down.  It  seemed  so  far  away,  the 
bridge,  yet  if  it  were  another  time 
and  day  was  there,  she  could  walk 
to  it  easi  ly.  It  looked  so  strange,  all 
bright  lights  and  cars,  warm,  with 
people  inside,  laughing  or  sad  or 
just  sitting  there,  looking  out  into 
the  fog,  not  seeing  anything  but  not 
thinking  either,  talking  or  carefully 
putting  ashes  into  the  ashtray,  not 
spilling  any  hut  a spark  flying  out. 
Where  were  they  going?  There  was 
nowhere  to  go  in  the  nothingness 
that  stretched  out  after  the  bridge — 
the  bright,  sparkling,  human-infested 
bridge  ending  in  grayness  and  noth- 
ingness. 

She  turned  back  to  the  mist  and  he 
was  sitting  on  the  wet  ground.  She 
didn’t  want  to  sit  because  it,  too,  was 
grayness  but  she  sat  because  it 
seemed  right  to  sit.  The  wet  was 
creeping  through  the  water-repellent 
coat  through  her  slacks  and  to  her, 
hut  it  was  all  right  because  she  was 
already  permeated  with  the  damp 
fog  that  surrounded  everything  but 
the  bridge. 

T h e y both  thought  separate 
thoughts  hut  thoughts  tied  together. 
He  lay  hack  on  the  grass,  not  caring, 
staring  up  into  the  indistinguishable 
trees  and  leaves.  She  sat  primly  up- 
right. her  seat  completely  damp,  star- 
ing into  the  river,  then  across  to  the 
bridge,  glancing  into  the  scrambled 
leaves  and  grasses  that  lay  dying  on 
the  river’s  edge,  lost  in  the  vapor 
that  rose  from  their  decay.  She  ran 
her  fingers  through  the  grass,  dig- 
ging her  nails  into  the  ground.  She 
couldn’t  see  it,  but  felt  the  moist 
earth  under  her  nails,  gritty  and 
cold-warm  and  black-feeling,  drying 
in  the  whorls  of  her  fingers  until 
they  felt  stiff  and  unbending. 

He  said  something,  and  she  an- 
swered. hut  neither  knew  what  the 
other  had  said.  They  were  both 
asleep,  dreaming  and  talking  in  the 
falseness  of  a dream.  She  wanted 
to  leave,  to  get  back  to  the  redness 
and  noise  and  clamor  of  humans, 
but  felt  as  if  she  could  never  rise 
from  the  hypnotism  of  the  silence 
that  enveloped  her. 

The  river  was  particles,  millions 
of  particles,  carrying  on  a secret  life 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  30 
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SHELLEY 

on  Life  Savers: 


“So  sw  eet,  the 
sense  faints  picturing  them!" 

from  Ode  to  the  K est  Kind,  line  35 
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Elaine  Downs 


QCd  Jlins. 

oj~  tfis.  ^J\\ontk 


“My  lady  loves  to  dance, 
my  lady  loves  to  sing”  . . . 
but  that’s  not  all.  This  lady 
is  talented  in  more  ways 
than  one.  Elaine  Downs,  a 
Kappa  Kappa  Gamma  soph- 
omore in  A & S also  teaches 
swimming,  goes  horseback 
riding  when  her  wrist  isn’t 
broken,  and  plans  on  a 
career  in  television  commer- 
cials. Undeniably  evident 
are  other  obvious  talents. 
She  was  voted  Miss  Silver 
Spring,  and  was  first  run- 
ner-up in  the  Miss  Maryland 
contest. 
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His  toes  curled  in  the  black  soil.  It  was  mar- 
velous to  feel  the  good  cool  earth  beneath  his  feet 
again.  Tenderly  he  bent  down  and  crumbled  a piece 
of  rich  sod  between  his  fingers.  A man  was  a fool 
to  leave  the  land.  He  thought  of  the  city  as  loath- 
some. All  it  had  brought  him  was  unhappiness  and 
sorrow,  but  that  was  over.  He  was  back  to  his  first 
love — the  earth.  For  a while  he  was  motionless  in 
silent  contemplation;  a prayer  of  thanksgiving  rose 
from  his  heart.  Once  more  he  was  part  of  nature 
and  not  just  a shadow  of  the  city.  A voice  called, 
"Dinner's  ready."  Slowly  and  reluctantly,  he  took 
his  foot  out  of  the  flower  pot. 
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Thinline  5000,  $69.50* 


SMART 

AND 

LOVELY 

FOR 

HER 


LEAN 

AND 

HANDSOME 

FOR 
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The  slim,  trim  look  in  current  styling  was  created  on  the 
American  campus.  To  match  this  modern  elegance,  Hamilton 
has  fashioned  watches  which  truly  complement  this  bright, 
young  look.  And,  because  they're  Hamilton  watches,  you'll  find 
them  dependable,  accurate,  a joy  to  own  for  years  to  come. 
At  Hamilton  Jewelers  in  the  U.  S.  and  Canada.  Hamilton  Watch 
Company,  Lancaster,  Pa 
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>k  Weatherproof  Waterproof,  dustproof.  provided  original  seal  is  properly  restored  if  opened  for  servicing 
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article  by  ED  SCHERR 


A LEISURELY  QUARTERLY  OF  POLITICAL  SATIRE 


To  the  literary  cry  of  “Remember,  in  the  land  of  the 
blind,  the  one-eye  is  king,”  Monocle,  with  its  unpredict- 
able barbs,  spoofs  the  issues  and  news  makers  in  the 
confused  arena  of  politics. 

The  editorial  policy  of  this  sometimes  twice  a year 
quarterly  is  that  the  views  of  our  contributors,  no  mat- 
ter how  conflicting  and  contradicting,  are  the  views  of 
Monocle. 

Monocle's  non-partisan  victim  hunting  policy  was 
“designed  to  offend  everybody — Democrats,  Republi- 
cans, Trotskyites,  Deviationist  and  Buckleyites  alike.” 

Small  enough  to  fit  into  the  right  side  pocket  of  a 
Loden  coat,  Monocle  is  decorated  with  19th  century 
wood  cut  engravings  like  viewers  of  TV  westerns  see 
pictured  in  the  Tombstone  Epitaph. 

i\ot  even  such  “untouchables”  as  Madison  Avenue, 
Billy  Graham,  Hans  Christian  Anderson,  Lincoln  and 
Miss  Rheingold  have  escaped  the  critical  Monocle  eye. 

Fo  reign  policy  and  national  defense  are  of  deep  con- 
cern to  the  aroused  citizenry  who  contribute  to  Monocle. 

An  article  entitled,  “Sitting  on  Defense,  Watching 
All  the  Bombs  Go  By,”  was  inspired  by  a New  York  City 
newspaper  headline  on  a civil  defense  exercise.  It  read 
FIVE  BOMBS  WIPE  OUT  NEW  YORK;  TEST 
CALLED  BEST  YET. 

A Monocle  writer  answered  the  question  of  why  the 
United  States  was  obsessed  with  the  “Clean  Bomb” 
craze,  “What  is  good  for  Proctor  & Gamble  is  good  for 
the  United  States.” 

Readers  were  informed  of  a radically  new  foreign 
policy,  “Self  Containment,”  by  T.  Dillingham  Publius; 
Advisor  to  the  Chairman  of  the  Sub-Committee  on  Co- 
ordination of  Advisory  Groups  to  Advisory  Groups  to 
the  President,  and  Author  of  The  Man  in  the  Trial 
Balloon  and  Through  Foggy  Bottom  with  Gun  and  Cam- 
era. 

The  simplicity  of  the  Self  Containment  policy  is  that 
it  enables  the  United  States  to  conduct  a foreign  policy 
without  doing  anything.  The  final  phase  of  this  doctrine, 
the  author  describes  as  “righteous  Armageddonism” 
which  "results  from  carefully  maneuvering  the  nation 
into  such  a position  that  a nuclear  war  is  the  only  avail- 
able alternative.” 

During  the  International  Metaphysical  Year  (IMY), 
a patriotic  pride  in,  America’s  space  exploits  closed 
Monocle's  editorial  offices  whenever  there  was  a count- 


down at  Cape  Canaveral.  OUT  TO  LAUNCH,  read  the 
sign  on  the  office  door. 

Monocle  made  newspaper  headlines,  when  in  its  most 
recent  issue,  Andrew  McAndrews  proposed  a functional 
monument  to  honor  President  Eisenhower.  It  would  be 
the  Eisenhower  Memorial  Golf  Course,  constructed  near 
Abilene  and  “financed  by  the  sale  of  lost  golf  balls  do- 
nated by  caddies  from  all  over  the  world.” 

This  national,  unofficial,  non-profit,  quarterly  of 
satire  was  founded  in  1957  by  students  at  Yale  Univer- 
sity. Founders  and  editors  of  Monocle  were  Victor  Na- 
vasky,  a law  school  student,  and  Jacob  Needleman,  a 
graduate  philosophy  student  in  Zen  Buddhism. 

In  1958,  Monocle  claimed  the  distinction  of  being 
the  only  magazine  ever  to  graduate  from  college,  as  both 
Navasky  and  Needleman  completed  their  studies. 

Graduation  of  Monocle  and  its  staff  saw  Victor  Na- 
vasky move  to  Michigan;  Larry  Pearl  (who  replaced 
Needleman  as  editor)  to  Arlington,  Virginia;  the  adver- 
tising manager  to  Georgia;  the  art  directors  to  New 
York  City,  while  the  printer  remained  in  Connecticut. 
Publication  became  more  leisurely  and  somewhat  unpre- 
dictable. 

Counted  among  the  regular  contributors  to  Monocle 
are  a tombstone  maker,  a housewife,  university  profes- 
sors. an  art  editor  for  MAD  and  several  Ford  scholars. 

"We  pay  a dollar  an  article,”  says  Larry  Pearl,  “to 
get  people  to  write  for  us  who  would  refuse  to  write  for 
free.” 

While  an  undergraduate  publication.  Monocle  fought 
a battle  with  the  U.S.  Supreme  Court.  The  editor  wanted 
to  be  sued  to  give  law  students  on  the  staff  the  opportu- 
nity to  see  the  inside  of  a court. 

In  1958.  the  Supreme  Court  refused  to  give  legal  pro-  | 
tection  to  those  who  write  parodies  on  copyrighted  ma- 
terial. To  see  the  inside  of  a court,  Monocle's  editors 
printed  an'  issue  of  illegal  parodies  on  the  writings  of 
Jack  Kerouac,  Ogden  Nash.  Clifford  Odets  and  Gilbert 
and  Sullivan.  Weeks,  months  and  years  have  passed  and 
the  editors  are  still  waiting  to  be  detected. 

For  using  second  class  mailing  privileges  for  a third 
class  publication,  the  U.  S.  Post  Office  almost  gave  Mono- 
cle the  desired  court  experience.  The  editors  protested  that 
their  publication  was  neither  second  or  third  class,  it 
was  FIRST  CLASS. 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  31 
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(The  Studio  of  Radio  Station 
WKKK,  Chicago.) 

Westbrook  Lewis,  Jr.:  LadUs  and 
gentlemen,  today  I have  as  my 
guest  the  noted  statesman,  diplomat, 
author  and  schoolteacher,  from  Han- 
nibal, Missouri,  the  distinguished 
former  Field  Marshall,  Heinrich  von 
Runstedt. 

Von  Runstedt:  Yah.  My  friends, 
1 speak  to  you  tonight  on  a subject 
near  and  dear  to  all  of  us.  I speak 
to  you  about  the  ultimatum  by  our 
good  friend,  Nikita  Khrushcoff,  re- 
ligious leader  of  two  billion  world 
Communists,  that  American  troops 
be  withdrawn  from  Berlin.  The  crim- 
inal leader  of  the  world-wide  Bol- 
shevik conspiracy  has  threatened  to 
bury  us  if  we  disobey.  Shall  we  bow 
to  the  wishes  of  this  criminal  master- 
mind? Nein,  we  Americans  have  no 
fear.  We  shall  go  to  war.  There  is 
a middle  way. 

Wesbrook:  What  is  the  proposal 
of  your  organization,  Herr  von  Run- 
stedt? 

Von  Runstedt:  Our  simple  sug- 
gestion is  to  bring  Vest  Berlin  into 
the  Union.  Make  it  America’s  fifty- 
first  Slate.  Beat  New  York  City  to 
the  flag.  Such  a bold  and  inspiring 
move  would  thwart  Khrushcoff  and 
his  international  conspiracy.  An  at- 
tack on  Vest  Berlin  would  be  then  an 
assault  on  the  American  mainland. 
He  would  have  to  turn  his  atten- 
tions to  France. 


Westbrook:  Sounds  reasonable. 

But  what  would  the  United  States 
gain  from  such  a move,  sir? 

Von  Runstedt:  Vestbrook,  Vest 
Berlin  would  add  much  to  American 
life.  Berlin  is  a city  of  glorious  cul- 
tural tradition.  Our  American 
music  would  be  enriched  by  their 
lusty  victory  songs.  Our  people 
w’ould  learn  new  marches  and  inspir- 
ing slogans  for  their  torchlight 
parades.  Informal  greetings  such  as 
“hi”  or  “hello”  would  merge  into  a 
simple  “heil.”  Civil  servants  would 
proudly  accept  pay  cuts  in  return  for 
their  shiny  new  uniforms  and  boots. 

Westbrook:  It  certainly  sounds  as 
if  West  Berlin  can  offer  us  as  much 
as  Alaska  and  Hawaii. 

Von  Runstedt:  The  inspiring 

movement  for  Vest  Berlin  Statehood 
has  already  begu  n.  Hollywood 
movies  have  depicted  the  glorious 
manner  in  which  American  and  Ger- 
man troops  fought  side  by  side 
through  World  War  Two.  Remem- 
ber “The  Young  Stormtroopers”  and 
“A  Time  to  Sieg  and  a Time  to 
Heil?”  Best-selling  books  have  re- 
counted the  exploits  of  those  brave 
Cherman  generals  who  won  all  their 
victories  under  the  misapprehension 
that  the  Kaiser  was  still  head  of 
state.  Books  like:  “The  Desert 

Schvein  “The  Man  in  the  Brown 
Flannel  Shirt”;  “The  Hidden  Ges- 
tapo”; “The  Diary  of  Hans  Frank”. 
And  my  own  historical  surveys: 


“The  Crisis  of  the  Old  Deal,”  and 
“The  Coming  of  the  New  Order.” 

Think  of  the  growing  trade 
between  our  two  countries;  the  mar- 
velous products  America  is  import- 
ing from  West  Berlin.  Even  the 
Detroit  auto  workers  have  been  lin- 
ing up  to  place  early  orders  for  the 
latest  imported  Cherman  cars:  the 
little  everyday  Blutvagon,  the  high- 
priced  Horst  Vessel,  the  medium 
range  Buchenwald-Benz. 

Westbrook:  Seems  to  fit  right  in 
with  the  basic  fabric  of  American 
life,  Herr  Von  Runstedt. 

Von  Runstedt:  Think  of  the  great 
inspiration  Statehood  would  give 
American  fan  clubs.  How  many 
dead  heroes,  leaders,  police  officials 
there  would  be  for  the  bobbysoxers 
to  eulogize!  Instead  of  Charnes 
Dean,  fan  clubs  could  commemorate 
the  Nuremburg  Eleven.  New  tele- 
vision domestic  series  would  spring 
up,  such  as  “I  Luff  Eva”  or  “At 
Home  with  the  Himmlers.”  Our 
new  flag  would  be  the  glorious  fifty- 
one:  fifty  stars  and  one  swastika. 

Westbrook:  But  doesn’t  your 

organization  feel  these  changes 
might  be  too  radical  for  Americans 
to  accept,  sir? 

Von  Runstedt:  My  dear  Vest- 
brook,  this  stress  on  the  new  trends 
to  obscure  the  honorary  Aryan  tra- 
ditions which  Vest  Berlin  and  the 
United  States  have  in  common.  Ber- 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  30 
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The  doctor  had  two  children,  and 
everyone  said  they  were  the  prettiest 
girls  in  town. 

“Say,”  said  the  visitor  to  the  town, 
“who  are  those  pretty  little  girls?” 
“They’re  the  doctor’s  children,” 
said  a village  boy.  “He  always  keeps 
the  best  for  himself.” 


The  little  man  came  home  unex- 
pectedly to  find  his  wife  in  the  arms 
of  another  man.  Seizing  the  man’s 
umbrella,  he  raised  it  high  above  his 
head  with  both  hands  and  brought 
it  down  sharply  over  his  own  knees. 
It  broke  in  two. 

“There!”  cried  the  little  man. 

“Now  I hope  it  rains!” 
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A young  man  on  his  first  date 
with  a rather  flat-chested  young 
maid,  started  to  get  fresh.  She  said, 
“Here,  here!”  His  answer  was: 
“Where,  where?” 


“Don’t  you  go  out  with  Lillian 
anymore?” 

“No,  I couldn’t  stand  her  vulgar 
laughter.” 

“I  never  noticed  that.” 

“You  weren’t  there  when  I pro- 
posed.” 


They  dragged  the  student  down  to 
police  head,  uarters  and  took  him 
before  the  Sergeant. 

“What  am  I here  for?”  he  asked. 

“For  drinking,”  the  officer  sternly 
replied. 

“Good.  When  do  we  start?” 


‘ Dear  Miss  DeMilo — Why  haven’t  you  written?” 


The  excited  voice  of  a young 
woman  dorm  resident  came  over 
the  phone:  “Turn  boys  are  trying  to 
break  into  my  room  through  the  win- 
dow!” 

“Listen,  lady,  this  ain’t  the  police 
department,  it’s  the  fire  station.” 

“I  know7,”  she  replied,  “hut  my 
room  is  on  the  second  floor  and  they 
need  a ladder.” 
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EIGHT  TWENTY  THREE 
FIFTEENTH  STREET,  N.W. 


NA.  8-7169 


Dinner  and  an  evening  of  music 
in  European  Atmosphere 
Imported  & Domestic  Beverages 


Free  Parking 
6:00  P.M.  to  Closing 
1419  EYE  STREET,  N.W. 


No  Cover  No  Minimum 


The  DELI 

7400  Baltimore  Blvd. 


Sandwiches  Milkshakes 

Snacks  Sodas 

SUBMARINES 

our  specialty 
the  finest  anywhere 

Phone  orders  UN.  4-4101 
Open  8 p.m.  til  1 a.m. 


Dr.  H.  Parmet 
OPTOMETRIST 

CONTACT  LENSES 

Eyes  Examined — Glasses  Fitted 
Optical  Repairs 

9:30-6  Daily  Including  Saturdays 
Evenings  by  Appointment 

Right  on  the  Boulevard 
7402  Baltimore  Blvd. 
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“Men’s  wear  for  men  who  care” 

7402-A  Baltimore  Ave. 
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Funny  thing  happened  to  me  on  the  way  to  Norway’ — 

Francis  Powers 
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TOWN  HALL 
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The  guys  in  West  Charles  Hall  can  look  out 
the  window  and  see  the  men  in  Alleghany  Hall, 
and  the  guys  in  one  wing  of  Talbot  can  look  out 
and  see  the  men  in  Kent  Hall;  but  the  men  in  one 
wing  of  Annapolis  Hall  can  look  out  the  window 
and  see,  not  the  guys  next  door,  no,  but  they  see 
the  girls  next  door. 

Now  they  can’t  see  all  the  girls  in  Montgomery. 
In  fact,  they  can  only  see  about  half  the  girls  in 
Montgomery,  but  half  a girl  is  better  than  none. 

To  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Burnett,  the  housemother 
of  these  sections,  and  to  Jim  Langworthy,  faculty 
resident  in  Annapolis,  this  situation  could  present 
a problem,  and  you  can  bet  it  did. 

On  the  first  night  of  school,  the  girls  were  wel- 
comed by  their  neighbors  with  a serenade,  accom- 
panied by  Leonard  Bernstein  and  the  New  York 
Philharmonic.  How  Bernstein  got  his  piano  up  to 
the  second  floor  is  still  a major  mystery.  Later 
when  the  girls  entered  their  rooms,  they  found 
many  had  no  window  blinds.  Rising  to  meet  the 
occasion,  the  windows  were  soon  covered  with 
whatever  the  girls  had  at  hand.  By  10  o’clock 


Montgomery  F and  G looked  like  Woodies  after 
a clothing  sale. 

Leah  Dawson,  a freshman,  was  fully  initiated 
into  dorm  life.  Her  first  day  there  she  decided 
to  take  a shower,  only  to  be  startled  when  a little 
man  entered  the  lavatory  with  a hammer. 

“What  do  you  want?”  she  managed  to  ask. 

“I’m  from  the  physical  plant,  and  I’m  looking 
for  leaks,”  he  said. 

Bobbie  Gormney  also  tasted  her  first  wounds 
of  battle  the  first  week.  She  fell  asleep  in  her  un- 
derwear, and  her  roommate  went  out  and  forgot  to 
pull  down  the  shade.  When  Miss  Gormney  awoke, 
she  was  the  center  of  attention  of  about  six  male 
viewers.  “I  called  for  help,”  she  said,  “but  the 
only  help  I could  get  was  from  my  audience.” 

The  lavatories  did  not  escape  the  feminine 
touch  either.  Girls  were  shocked  to  enter  the  bath- 
rooms and  see  urinals  there.  One  ingenious  coed 
solved  this  embarrassing  problem  by  using  them 
for  wastebaskets.  However  another  problem  was 
created  when  she  found  that  she  did  not  have  the 
strength  to  empty  them. 
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Does 

Johnny  Unitas 
Eat  Wheaties 
for  Breakfast? 


article  by 

Andy  Lasky 


In  view  of  the  coming  election,  we  feel  that  it  is  our  duty  to  devote  space  to  this  highly 
controversial  issue.  We  hope  that  we  will  be  able  to  aid  you  in  your  selection.  To  accomplish 
this  task  we  have  imposed  upon  some  of  the  more  politically  alert  members  of  this  campus.  The 
proposed  question  was,  “Who  is  the  candidate  of  your  choice  and  why?” 


KENNEDY 

“Kennedy  is  more  collegiate” 

“Jackie  is  better  looking  than  Pat.” 

“Don't  care  for  Nixon’s  nose  job.” 

“Kennedy  dresses  continental.” 

“Love  Peter  Lawford.” 

“Kennedy’s  really  ‘All-American.’  He  wore 
braces.” 

“Jack’s  anti-Metracal. 

“I  always  liked  pink  and  orange.” 

“How  does  he  set  his  hair?” 

“Nixon  has  middle-aged  spread.” 


NIXON 

“I  prefer  older  men” 

“Pat  is  better  looking  than  Jackie.” 
“Kennedy  has  big  feet.” 

“Nixon’s  a Marlboro  Man.” 

“Ike  was  his  golf  pro.” 

“Jack’s  smile  is  like  Bugs  Bunny’s.” 
“Nixon  was  on  K’s  debate  society.” 

“I  like  elephants  better  than  donkeys.” 
“Nixon  has  curly  hair.” 

“I  like  Nixon’s  dog.” 


. . . which  brings  us  to  the  crux  of  the  problem  . . . Does  Johnny  Unitas  really  eat  Wheat- 
ies for  breakfast? 
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Team  Time 


“Wait  until  vve  meet  Texas  next 
year,”  was  Tom  Nougat’s  only  com- 
ment last  Tuesday  at  this  weekly 
press  conference.  The  Terps,  com- 
pletely confounded  by  the  Longhorns 
this  year,  have  taken  a lesson  from 
the  TV  westerns  in  instituting  their 
new  defense.  Instead  of  using  the 
regulation  tackle,  the  Terps  will  use 
a “lasso”  formation.  This  formation 
is  unique  in  the  fact  that  each  mem- 
ber of  the  “stop”  team  carries  a las- 
so in  his  hand  so  that  he  can  make 
up  for  his  lack  of  speed  in  chasing 
the  ball  carrier,  and  most  important 
of  all,  so  he  can  avoid  bodily  con- 
act.  Coach  Nougat  hopes  to  have 
his  ranch  hands  in  shape  for  Home- 
coming to  show  that  he  really  isn't 
as  bad  as  his  team  indicates. 

article  by 

Bill  Tynen 


Coach  Nougat  also  mentioned  at 
the  conference  that  the  major  prob- 
lem with  his  “stop”  team  was  that  it 
was  going  . . . the  wrong  way.  "If 
my  lasso  defense  doesn’t  work,  I 
have  a stopgap  scheme  which  will 
not  fail,”  he  stated.  “My  commando 
team.”  This  past  week  the  Terps 
have  been  working  out  with  12  inch 
hunting  knives  in  an  attempt  to 
improve  their  technique.  So  far  the 
only  people  who  have  complained 
are  those  who  have  to  pay  for  the 
slashed  football  dummies.  The 
coach  had  reconsidered  when  he 
thought  of  the  mess  he  would  have 
to  clean  up. 


photos  by 

Emory  Kristof 
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American  Statehood 
for  West  Berlin 

continued 

lin  has  many  kindred  souls  in  Amer- 
ica. The  entire  South,  for  example. 
Or  just  plain  folks  like  the  Smiths 
and  the  Coughlins.  Many  poets,  avi- 
ators, French  singers  and  news  com- 
mentators are  our  friends,  and  liter- 
ary societies  like  the  Cherman-Amer- 
ican  Bund.  Of  course,  the  Bund  has 
been  reading  the  same  book  since 
1933. 

Berlin  has  a glorious  tradition  of 
separation  of  powers — S.  A.  and  S. 
S.  And  free  elections  mit  98  per 
cent  voting  ya.  Never  have  so  few 
done  so  much  for  so  many.  And  so 
humanitarian.  Think  of  their  unceas- 
ing efforts  to  achieve  European 
unity.  Today  they  luff  Chermany, 
tomorrow'  the  world.  They  have 
always  lived  by  the  Golden  Rule:  Do 
unto  others.  It  would  be  criminal  to 
abandon  these  wonderful,  wonderful 
people  to  the  Russians. 

When  Vest  Berlin  is  finally  incor- 
porated into  the  United  States  as  a 
sovereign  state,  my  organization 
has  a perfect  suggestion  for  who 
should  be  nominated  as  the  junior 
Senator  from  the  state  of  Vest  Ber- 
lin. 

Westbrook:  I know'  that  we  can 
have  supreme  confidence  in  your 
choice,  sir.  Why  don't  you  tell  our 
radio  audience  his  name? 

Von  Runstedt:  Well,  he’s  a former 
paperhanger  now  living  in  the 
Dominican  Republic.  He  has  had 
twelve  years  of  political  experience, 
and  plans  to  run  on  the  Experience 
Party,  “Bring  Back  the  Good  Old 
Days.” 

Westbrook:  Just  what  is  your 

organization,  Herr  Von  Runstedt? 

Von  Runstedt:  The  Free  Berlin 
Chess  and  Checker  Society.  I’m 
troopleader. 

Westbrook:  Ah,  Herr  Von  Run- 
stedt, Fm  afraid  that  our  time  has 
run  out.  I want  to  thank  you  for 
being  our  guest  tonight,  taking  time 
out  from  your  many  other  under- 
ground activities.  Next  week,  in 
order  to  present  the  business  slant, 
our  special  guest  will  be  that  irre- 
pressible entrepreneur,  Alfred 
Krupp. 


The  River 

continued 

with  secret  things  hidden  beneath  its 
surface,  until  it  ran  beneath  the 
bridge.  There  it  changed,  like  a 
hypocrite,  into  a dancing,  red  and 
orange  and  yellow  thing,  moving  and 
sparkling  with  the  life  above  it, 
laughing  with  glee  at  itself  for 
changing  so  remarkably. 

Restlessly,  she  tore  up  a weed  and 
began  chewing  on  it,  letting  the  acid 
taste  burn  her  gums,  absently  outlin- 
ing each  tooth  with  the  end  of  the 
weed.  Twisting  over  onto  one  elbow, 
she  stared  back  up  the  path,  half- 
consciously  noting  that  her  elbow 
now  was  becoming  wet  and  cold. 

Standing  up  now,  not  remember- 
ing when  she  stood  up  or  how  she 
did  it,  she  looked  down  on  him, 
still  lost  in  the  wilting  leaves  above, 
arms  folded  in  back  of  head,  notic- 
ing that  she  was  up  and  yet  not  no- 
ticing or  caring.  He,  too,  was  part  of 
the  mist,  no-color,  an  extension  of 
the  river.  She  looked  down  at  her- 
self. damp  and  now  shivering,  and 
was  startled  to  see  that  she  was  no- 


color also.  She  could  not  remember, 
momentarily,  what  color  was,  so  to 
reassure  herself,  looked  back  at  the 
bridge. 

Fie  rose,  dazed  as  from  sleep, 
then,  forgetting,  took  her  hand  and 
began  to  walk  back  towards  the 
highway,  a different  way  this  time, 
maybe  not  so  bad,  not  like  the 
sponge.  It  began  to  rain  in  little 
droplets,  not  much,  just  like  heavier 
fog,  until  it  covered  them  with  a 
glaze,  like  they  were  wrapped  in 
cellophane.  The  cellophane  droplets 
began  falling  more  evenly  and  heav- 
ily until  they  turned  into  real  rain 
and  they  went  under  a tree  seeking 
shelter  from  the  added  wet.  Odd — 
it  was  a weeping  willow,  and  it  wept 
all  around  them  as  the  tears  fell 
from  the  grayness  but  it  did  protect 
them  and  they  leaned  against  it  sepa- 
rately, waiting. 

One  finger  reached  out  and  pulled 
a string  of  hair  from  her  eyes,  then 
his  whole  hand  touched  her  cheek, 
almost  experimentally.  She  instinc- 
tively tightened  up,  pulling  away 
slightly,  shoving  her  hands  deeper 
into  her  fleecy  pockets,  now  cold  and 
sticking  together.  Her  fingers,  seek- 
ing something  to  grasp,  found  a wet 
kleenex  and  tore  it  to  pieces — mi- 
nute, tiny  little  pieces. 

The  bridge  was  out  of  sight  now; 
all  she  could  see  was  the  river,  and 
they  began  walking  in  the  rain, 
walking  along  the  highway,  away 
from  the  river  and  the  silence  and 
the  gray  and  back  to  the  cold 
warmth  of  the  red  shadows  on  the 
wall. 
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In  Commemoration  to  Alexander  Graham  Bell 


All  the  world  was 

Nestled  in  their  posturepedic  beds, 

While  only  the  butterfly  and  I 
Were  consciously  awake. 

But  what  does  this  mean  to 
Butterfly? 

How  do  I convey  my  aesthetic  adoration, 
To  an  aesthetic  creature? 

“You  are  lovely?” 

“May  I fly  above  the  earth  with  you?” 
How  do  I tell  one  who  is  oblivious 
To  this  ugliness? 

If  my  mortal  friends  can  answer, 

Then  I would  kill  my  butterfly. 


. . . C.B. 


A Look  Through  Monocle 

continued 


Among  those  persons  accepting  the  quarterly’s  offer 
of  free  subscriptions  for  one  dollar  are  Adlai  Stevenson, 
Professor  Arthur  Schlesinger,  Jr.,  comedian  Steve  Allan, 
and  Manny  Himes,  a lifer  at  San  Quentin  Prison. 

The  next  issue,  when  it  makes  its  leisurely  appear- 
ance, will  report  on  the  special  Congressional  Un-Ameri- 
can Activities  Committee,  investigating  the  purchase  of 
foreign  cars  by  Detroit  auto  workers.  President  of  the 
United  States.  Nikita  Khrushchev’s  inauguration  address 
will  also  be  discussed.  Khrushchev  will  win  since  both 
candidates  are  running  against  him,  and  the  “American 
people  always  vote  for  the  underdog.” 

Editor  Navasky,  when  asked  if  the  “climate”  for 
political  satire  has  changed  since  Monocle  s first  publica- 


tion. replied.  “Yes,  there  is  more  Strontium  in  the  atmos- 
phere.” 
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“What!  In  front  of  all  these  people ?” 


The  tramp  was  sitting  with  his 
back  to  a hedge  by  the  wayside, 
munching  at  some  scraps  wrapped  in 
a newspaper.  A lady,  out  walking 
with  her  pet  Pomeranian,  strolled 
past.  The  little  dog  ran  to  the  tramp 
and  tried  to  muzzle  the  food.  The 
tramp  smiled  expansively  on  the 
lady.  “Shall  I throw  the  dog  a bit, 
mum?”  he  asked. 

The  lady  smiled  a gracious  assent, 
and  the  tramp  caught  the  dog  by  the 
nape  of  the  neck  and  tossed  it  over 
the  hedge. 


Engineer:  “What’s  that  gurgling 
noise : 

Coed:  “It’s  me,  trying  to  swallow 
your  line.” 


Son:  “Ma,  what’s  the  idea  of 
makin’  me  sleep  up  here  every 
night?” 

Mother:  “Hush,  Bobby,  you  only 
have  to  sleep  on  the  mantlepiece  two 
more  yveeks  and  then  your  picture 
will  be  in  Believe-it-or-Not.” 


A Phi  Kap  staggered  into  Town 
Hall  one  night  and  yelled  in  a loud 
voice,  “When  I drink,  everybody 
drinks!”  He  summoned  everyone  to 
the  bar — frat  men,  independents, 
pledges  and  the  lot.  When  he  fin- 
ished his  drink  he  shouted  again, 
"When  1 take  another  drink,  every- 
body takes  another  drink!” 

Again,  everybody  gathered  around 
the  bar.  They  even  called  in  the  bus 
drivers  and  the  campus  patrol.  When 
he  finished  that  one  the  Phi  Kap 
took  a dollar  out  of  his  pocket  and 
slapped  it  on  the  bar.  “When  I pay,” 
he  screamed,  “everybody  pays!” 


Old  Grad : “What’s  your  son 

going  to  be  when  he  gets  through 
college?” 

Old  Dad:  “Senile.” 


A man  yvas  sitting  in  a padded 
cell,  shouting  at  the  top  of  his  lungs, 
“I  am  Napoleon.  Let  me  out  of 
here!” 

The  keeper  came  over  and  said, 
“Hoyv  do  you  know  you’re  Napo- 
leon?” 

“God  told  me,”  he  explained. 

A little  man  sitting  beside  him 
looked  up  and  said  “I  did  not.” 


“I  hope  it's  not  a dressy  party.  Liz  says  she  has  nothin 
to  wear.” 
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menthol  fresh 

• rich  tobacco  taste 
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• modern  filter,  too 
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That's  what  smokers  say  about  Salem,  because  its 
smoke  is  as  softly  refreshing  as  the  air  of  a springtime  morning.  Salem's  special  High  Porosity  paper 

^ r r j * ’ '*  . " ' s > ‘ /. 

"air-softens"  every  puff.  And  its  fine  tobaccos  make  Salem  the  rich-tasting  cigarette  that  refreshes  your 
taste.  Smoke  refreshed,  pack  after  pack. ..smoke  Salem!  Created  by  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


Dear  Editor: 


Recently  while  we  were  in  the 
DBK  office  trying  to  steal  a type- 
writer, we  discovered  a letter  that  a 
coed  had  written  to  the  editor  of  our 
fine  newspaper.  Since  the  letter 
asks  a question  that  is  typical  of  the 
high  level  of  intellectual  curiosity 
existing  on  campus  and  the  answer 
given  by  the  editor  is  so  overwhel- 
ming in  its  breadth  and  scope,  per- 
mission was  obtained  from  both  par- 
ties to  reprint  the  question  and  an- 
swer. 


I have  a problem.  Someone  has  been  spreading 
a nasty  rumor  around  our  sorority  house  that  there 
is  no  Santa  Claus.  I find  this  very  hard  to  be- 
lieve because  of  all  the  goodies  he  has  sent  me. 

Since  ny  parents  are  of  modest  means,  I'm 
sure  that  they  could  not  have  given  me  the  sports 
car  I received  two  years  ago  and  would  not  have 
had  the  money  to  send  me  to  that  nice  home  where 
I had  ny  baby.  So  it  must  have  been  Santa. 

Hy  father  (class  of  *28)  says  that  if  you 
read  it  in  the  Diamondback,  it's  so.  Please  tell 
me,  nIs  there  a Santa  Claus?"  Please  answer 
promptly  because  whenever  I ask  anyone  about  Santa 
they  just  laugh  and  say,  "Are  you  drunk?" 

Love  and  kisses. 


Yes,  Virginia,  there  is  a Santa  Claus.  He  exists 
as  certainly  as  exams  and  “B”  lot  and  house  parties 
exist,  and  you  know  that  they  abound  and  give  to 
your  life  its  highest  beauty  and  joy.  Like  alas! 
This  world  wouldn’t  swing  at  all  without  the  fat 
man. 

Not  believe  in  Santa  Claus!  You  might  as  well 
not  believe  in  peeping  toms.  You  might  get  your 
housemother  to  watch  the  chimneys  on  Christmas 
Eve  in  an  attempt  to  catch  St.  Nick,  but  even  if  she 
does  not  see  him  what  would  that  prove?  It  might 
prove  that  someone  had  built  a fire  in  the  fireplace, 
but  it  would  not  prove  Santa  does  not  exist.  During 
this  holiday  season  take  a trip  into  downtown  Wash- 
ington. On  every  street  corner  there  will  he  one  of 
Santa’s  helpers.  This  not  only  proves  that  there  is  a 
Santa  Claus,  but  a Mrs.  Claus,  too. 

The  most  real  things  in  the  world  are  those  that 
no  one  sees.  Did  you  ever  see  the  four  T’s  being 
distributed?  Of  course  not.  but  it  not  only  exists,  it 
is  an  integral  part  of  university  life. 

No  fat  man!  Bah.  humbug.  Thank  God  he  lives 
and  he  lives  forever.  Ten  years  from  now.  even  ten 
thousand  years  from  now.  he  will  still  exist  in  the 
minds  of  all  sorority  girls. 


is  there  a FAT  MAN? 


Yours  truly. 
HANK  LUCE 
Editor 
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Poor  Diamondback,  nobody  loves  it  anymore.  Old 
Line  decided  to  find  out  why  and  investigated. 

Hoping  to  get  to  the  roots  of  the  problem  by  start- 
ing at  the  top  of  the  tree,  we  interviewed  the  editor. 
Replying  to  the  criticism  of  Backtalk  letters,  he  an- 
swered. “Well,  actually  there  is  no  problem  here,  more 
of  a misunderstanding.  1 can't  be  expected  to  write  long 
intelligent  editorials  every  day  and  the  Backtalk  junk 
is  the  fastest  way  to  fill  the  empty  space.  If  students 
want  to  have  empty  space  to  doodle  in  class,  why  don't 
they  write  a letter  to  Backtalk?  Better  yet,  why  don’t 
they  just  challenge  their  enemies  and  slug  it  out  in 
Cole  Fieldhouse?  That  would  give  us  a good  story.” 

The  editor  then  suggested  that  we  talk  to  his  per- 
sonal slaves  to  find  out  the  truth  behind  DBK.  “After 
all.  he  said.  “I  don’t  know  what  is  happening  on  the 
other  side  of  my  glass  cage.” 

Pile  mangling  editors  of  Tuesday’s.  Thursday’s,  and 
Friday’s  papers  were  sitting  at  their  respective  desks 
taking  dope.  Wednesday’s  editor  stopped  in  for  a min- 
ute but  had  to  leave.  Everybody  finally  saw  what  she 
looked  like  anyway. 

“Well,”  said  Ed  Sexman,  editor  of  Tuesday’s  rag, 
"our  problem  is  experienced  human  beings.  We  have 
plenty  of  people  here  without  experiences  so  we  have  to 
experience  them.  The  only  trouble  is  that  they  end  up 
getting  the  wrong  kind  of  experience,  especially  the 
copy  girls.” 

Bill  Tooli  ng  saw  the  problem  from  another  angle. 
Coming  up  from  under  tbe  table  be  said  the  makeup  is 
a problem.  “ 1 lie  editors  have  to  concentrate  on  makeup 
at  band  and  not  makeout  at  band.”  he  stated.  Wed- 
nesday’s editor  had  nothing  to  say.  She  has  an  all 
girl  staff.  This  must  be  a good  sign. 

Herb  Big  Daddy  Lipsker.  Thursday’s  mangier, 
stated  that  he  felt  pretty  damn  proud  of  himself,  con- 
sidering that  over  the  past  year  99'/  of  his  staff  has 
left  for  other  papers  or  for  the  outside  world.  “In  my 
opinion,  I must  have  a forceful  personality.  Getting 
back  to  tbe  problem  at  hand,”  he  stated,  “a  girl  in 
the  hand  is  worth  two  in  the  dorms.” 

Editorials,  news,  sports,  ad.  club  news,  copy,  janitor, 
coffee  boy,  and  department  coordinator,  Much  Toil, 
said,  “HELP.” 

Getting  down  to  more  serious  sides.  Muchy  was 
proud  of  the  troops.  “Where  else,”  he  asked,  “can  a 


student’s  average  go  from  a 3.0  to  a 1.6  in  one  week? 
Studies  are  prosaic  here.  There’s  no  time  for  triviality. 

Rolo  Russell,  the  man  behind  the  sandpaper  mask, 
stated  that  one  of  the  reasons  there  were  so  many 
mistakes  in  the  paper  was  that  the  copy  readers  wen- 
lousy.  He  also  attributed  the  failure  of  the  paper 
to  the  lack  of  copy  pencils  to  the  broken  pencil  sharp- 
ener which  has  not  been  used  for  over  a year. 

Grapenuts,  the  guy  who’s  just  a little  bit  better,  said 
that  by  February  he  hoped  to  have  at  least  six  inches 
of  ads  for  the  paper.  "Maybe  this  will  please  tbe  SGA. 
They  can  finally  cut  our  budget.”  he  commented. 

Star  columnist.  Bobbie  Arnold,  perhaps  the  dullest 
and  least  interesting  of  the  staff,  stated  that  what  the 
Diamondback  needs  is  a good  controversy,  like  dirty 
linen  or  something.  He  thought  that  maybe  even  a story 
about  this  jerk  Morgensomethingorother  who  keeps  writ- 
ing to  tbe  Diamondback  would  be  interesting. 

After  this  short  preliminary  report,  we  covered  some 
other  pressing  issues,  such  as  the  excessive  use  of  AP 
and  the  supposed  friction  between  some  factions  in  the 
tightknit  unit. 

“AP.  quoth  the  editor,  “has  never  been  understood. 
AP  stands  for  ‘all-purpose’  and  we  have  used  it  in  this 
capacity.  Those  people  who  feel  that  we  are  using  it 
for  filler  . . . well,  they’re  right.  " 

“Our  tight-knit  is  hanging  by  loose  threads.  In 
other  words,  we  are  falling  apart  at  the  seams.  Out- 
only  solution  is  to  find  a housemother  for  the  Diamond- 
back.” 

DBK  advisor.  Dr.  Pearl  Nuisance,  bad  no  complaints 
on  his  staff.  “I  think  they’re  all  fine  upstanding  cit- 
izens and  they  will  definiteL  be  an  asset  to  the  profes- 
sion, if  they  graduate.  At  this  time,  Herb  Lipsker 
brought  Bobbie  Arnold  back  from  Town  Hall  so  Bob- 
bie could  praise  the  IFC.  "Bobbie  always  has  to  go  to 
Town  Hall  before  praising  IFC,”  said  Nuisance,  “or 
be  wouldn  t be  in  the  right  spirit  to  praise  these  bovs. 

Bobbie  fooled  Nuisance  though  and  wrote  about 
the  men  of  SGA.  “Men  are  always  easier  to  write  about 
than  boys,”  he  said. 

Well,  time  was  about  up  as  it  was  time  to  get  tbe 
paper  out  and  the  editors  hadn’t  started  on  the  copv 
yet.  So  they  all  rent  their  anger  in  sack  cloth  and 
ashes,  grabbed  a handful  of  AP  copy,  and  went  down 
to  Town  Hall  to  stow  a few.  Besides  the  girls  had  free 
late  leaves  and  why  should  they  go  to  waste. 
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AN  ANALYSIS 
BY  OLD  LINE 


Parking  Problems 

Many  words  have  been  said  or  written  about  the 
parking  problems  of  the  University.  Now  as  a public 
disservice  the  Old  Line  will  clean  up  the  mess  of 
facts  and  figures,  and  give  you  its  hasty,  unfounded, 
unresearched  analysis  of  the  situation. 


Parking  space  (in  B-lot?)  as 
envisioned  by  a late  arrival. 
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Sorry  pal,  you're  a two  time  loser. 


i\ 

3 

# 


The  bicycle  answers  both  the 
parking  and  economic  prob- 
lems. It  fits  into  a small 
space,  is  the  winner  of  the 
"Mobilgas  Economy  Run,"  and- 
goes  as  far  as  you  feel  like 
peddling,  pushing,  or  carrying 
it. 


Due  to  B-lot's  central  location  to 
Campus  (15  minutes  by  rickshaw), 
Pam  Leef  parks  her  car  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  commutes  the  remainder  of 
the  distance  to  her  classes  in  one  of 
two  ways:  a pogo  stick  for  short  hops; 
and  skates  for  rolling  down  to  all 
stops  past  A & S. 


This  is  a parking  problem!  Anyone  with  ideas  on 
how  to  solve  i t?  Are  you  crazy? 
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How  to  advance  through  lateral  movement 


The  lateral  pass  is  a perfect  example  of  how  to 
get  ahead  by  first  going  sideways.  And  lateral 
movement  is  a philosophy  we  use  at  Koppers. 

Here’s  how  it  works.  Let’s  say  you’re  a new  em- 
ployee at  Koppers.  We  give  you  a specific  assignment. 
You  find  it  exciting,  challenging.  You  do  a good  job. 
But  do  we  leave  you  there?  Not  at  all.  Once  you 
understand  that  particular  operation,  we  try  you  on 
a different  assignment.  Here,  again,  you’ll  find  the 
work  new  and  stimulating. 

You’ll  never  be  buried  at  Koppers.  You’ll  never 
stand  still  intellectually.  Moving  from  one  operation 
to  another,  you’ll  move  ahead.  Your  assignment 
won’t  be  to  learn  just  a job,  but  many  jobs.  Your 
compensation?  Advancement,  responsibility,  success. 

Your  youth  won’t  be  held  against  you.  Neither 
will  short  tenure.  If  you  have  the  ability  and  the 
desire  to  get  ahead,  you’ll  move  fast!  Our  system  of 
continuous  appraisal  and  evaluation  is  your  guar- 
antee of  that. 


Koppers  is  so  widely  diversified  that  you  can  al- 
most name  your  job.  Want  to  work  with  chemicals, 
jet-engine  sound  control,  plastics,  sintering  plants, 
wood  preservatives,  road  surfacing  materials,  elec- 
trostatic precipitators?  Interested  in  research?  Pro- 
duction? Sales?  These  are  only  a few  of  the  fascinat- 
ing opportunities  at  Koppers. 

Why  not  find  out  how  you  can  fit  into  the  Koppers 
picture?  Write  to  the  Personnel  Manager,  Koppers 
Company,  Inc.,  Room  230,  Koppers  Bldg.,  Pitts- 
burgh 19,  Pennsylvania.  Or,  see  your  College  Place- 
ment Director  and  arrange  an  appointment  with  a 
Koppers  representative  for  the  next  recruiting  visit. 


REFLECTIONS 
OF  OLD  MEN 


article  by  BARRY  ALLEN 


hen  w e came  here  three  short 
years  ago  we  were  awed  by  the  size 
of  the  University  and  all  its  inner 
complexities.  Now  even  as  the  Llni- 
versity  has  strained  under  its  new 
growth,  it  has  shrunk  in  meaning 
and  significance  to  the  students. 
Somehow  all  the  facets  of  Maryland 
have  been  meshed  together  and  even 
though  we  as  seniors  feel  we  know 
them  best,  their  value  is  question- 
able. 

After  almost  16  years  of  feeding 
our  academic  stomachs  and  after 
nearly  16  years  of  homework,  books, 
tests,  pencils  and  reports  and  all  the 
other  drops  of  ink  that  go  into  the 
well  of  education,  the  end  has  fi- 
nally begun  to  evolve  into  our  vi- 
sion. 

As  seniors  we  feel  that  the  three 


years  that  separate  the  freshman 
from  the  senior  is  not  only  a differ- 
ence in  years  but  a difference  in 
semesters.  The  measure  of  colle- 
giate maturity  is  accounted  for  by 
the  length  of  time  a student  spends 
in  school. 

If  we  had  these  last  three  years  to 
do  over,  the  path  we  took  would 
have  indeed  been  different.  Grades 
would  have  been  primary,  instead  of 
secondary,  which  is  the  position  they 
enjoyed  through  most  of  our  stay. 
In  this  way  many  of  our  disappoint- 
ments might  never  have  material- 
ized. 

In  this  light,  we  note  that  this 
campus  is  nothing  more  than  an 
empty  void  without  decent  grades. 
It  is  all  important  that  the  student 
who  is  interested  in  activities  and 
protecting  himself  for  the  future, 
realize  the  urgency  of  sustaining 
creditable  marks.  Without  them  one 
can  find  himself  going  into  a fright- 
ening battle  with  no  ammunition. 

In  retrospect  we  see  that  the  girls 
have  come  and  gone;  the  brews  have 
taken  their  place  and  have  evapo- 
rated; the  criticisms  of  past  papers 
have  been  noted  and  have  faded. 
We  wonder  what  we  will  have  to 
take  with  us  when  wTe  pass  through 
the  campus  for  the  last  time. 

We  once  thought  it  childish  to 
count  the  days  to  graduation,  yet 
this  is  what  we  have  come  to.  The 
fun  of  going  to  college  left  with 
the  guys  and  gals  that  made  it  great. 
Now  like  old  people  we  sit.  only  to 
remember. 

We  are  at  the  end  of  the  line. 
All  seniors  seem  to  reflect  that  af- 
ter the  outstanding  ones  have  left, 
only  the  castoffs  are  left  behind.  All 
we  can  now  do  is  raise  unanswer- 
able questions.  So  we  pass  on,  as 
the  new  generation  of  mediocrity 
and  indifference  falls  into  the  im- 
pressions left  by  our  steps. 

The  possibility  that  the  business 
world  will  provide  a stimulus  to 
draw  us  from  our  present  doldrums 
is  tbe  only  tiling  that  keeps  us  going. 

For  all  of  our  academic  lives,  we 
have  existed  in  the  shadow  of  those 
before  us.  those  graduating  high 
school  and  college,  of  those  getting 
married  and  starting  careers.  Now 


for  the  first  time  we  are  the  last 
ones  and  there  is  no  one  to  look  up 
to — no  one  to  guide  us- — no  one  left, 
but  us. 

Perhaps  it  is  the  feeling  of  re- 
sponsibility; perhaps  it  is  the  un- 
certainty we  expect  once  we  leave; 
perhaps  it  is  the  frustration  we  feel 
for  so  little  accomplishment  . . . 
questions  to  remain  unanswered. 

And  so  we  see  the  world  moving 
to  consolidation  and  big  money.  We 
see  the  ideal  forsaken  for  the  al- 
mighty buck.  We  see  the  move  to 
suburban  conformity.  Yet  we  can- 
not let  go  of  the  belief  that  tomor- 
row is  another  day  and  possibly  a 
better  one;  that  as  long  as  there  are 
voices,  a restrained  firm  leader 
should  and  will  take  the  helm  to  be 
beard. 

With  the  world  sinking  more  and 
more  into  immorality  and  pretense, 
we  hope  that  there  are  those  who 
will  stand  and  help.  Maybe  because 
we  are  seniors  we  feel  that  we  have 
a right  to  give  advice.  But  advice, 
no  matter  from  what  quarter,  if  val- 
uable. should  be  heeded. 

As  we  look  back  over  our  shoul- 
ders, we  ask  of  the  students  yet  to 
that  no  principles  be  compromised, 
descend  from  the  top  of  one  ladder 
to  begin  the  ascension  of  another, 
that  no  principles  be  compromised, 
no  ideals  be  scrapped,  no  genuine 
feelings  be  apologized  for — for  that 
thing  called  college.  College  seems 
to  have  had  a habit  of  remaking 
even  the  plainest  and  simplest  of 
people  into  pseudo-something-or-oth- 
ers,  who  thrive  on  a given  ego-boost- 
ing group. 

The  question  is  who  will  speak? 
Who  will  want  to  be  heard  above 
the  chaotic  din?  Who  will  be 
willing  to  gamble  that  he  be  right, 
rather  than  know  how  much  was 
lost  by  inaction? 

It  is  obvious  tb is  era  will  be  one 
without  precedent.  All  must  be  pre- 
pared for  it.  There  is  no  magic  for- 
mula to  find  the  way.  Each  will 
have  to  seek  out  the  answers  for 
himself.  But  if  he  tenaciously  holds 
onto  the  strain  to  think  . . . the 
strain  to  create  . . . the  strain  to  be 
determined  . . . and  the  strain  to 
want  . . . there  will  yet  be  hope. 
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This  is  the  giant  B-52.  Advanced  as  it  may  be,  this  airplane  has  one  thing  in 
common  with  the  first  war-galleys  of  ancient  Egypt  . . . and  with  the  air  and 
space  vehicles  of  the  future.  Someone  must  chart  its  course.  Someone  must 
navigate  it. 

For  certain  young  men  this  presents  a career  of  real  executive  opportunity. 
Here,  perhaps  you  will  have  the  chance  to  master  a profession  full  of  meaning, 
excitement  and  rewards  ...  as  a Navigator  in  the  U.  S.  Air  Force. 

To  qualify  for  Navigator  training  as  an  Aviation  Cadet  you  must  be  an 
American  citizen  between  19  and  26p2— single,  healthy  and  intelligent.  A high 
school  diploma  is  required,  but  some  college  is  highly  desirable.  Successsful 
completion  of  the  training  program  leads  to  a commission  as  a Second  Lieu- 
tenant . . . and  the  coveted  Navigator  wings. 

If  you  think  you  have  what  it  takes  to  measure  up  to  the  Aviation  Cadet 
Program  for  Navigator  training,  see  your  local  Air  Force  Recruiter.  Or  clip 
and  mail  this  coupon. 


MAIL  THIS  COUPON  TODAY 

Aviation  Cadet  Information,  Dept.  51  SCMO  1 T 
Box  7608,  Washington  4,  D.  C. 

I am  between  19  and  26'A,  a citizen  of  the  U.  S. 

and  a high  school  graduate  with years  of 

college.  Please  send  me  detailed  information  on 
the  Air  Force  Aviation  Cadet  program. 

Name 

Street 

City County State 


There’s  a place  for  tomorrow’s  leaders 

on  the  Aerospace  Team. 


U.S.  Air  Force 


flying  follies 


From  Washington  D.C.  to  Scot- 
land, the  University  of  Maryland’s 
Flying  Follies  have  entertained  our 
armed  forces  with  their  sparkling 
U.S.O.  Vaudeville  Revue.  The  group 
of  performers  was  founded  three 
years  ago  for  a tour  of  Iceland,  Scot- 
land. Bermuda,  and  the  Azores.  With 
hopes  high  for  another  such  tour 
this  year.  Ken  Waissman,  president, 
has  reorganized  the  revue  to  include 
some  of  the  most  colorful  acts  the 
Follies  have  produced.  On  January 
12,  13.  and  14,  the  group  will  pre- 
sent a special  show  for  the  Mary- 
land campus  at  Central  Auditorium. 


"It's  never  too  late  to  foil  in  love" — Che 
Ford  and  Laura  Rauche 


Action  in  the  Adagio  routine  of  Jackie  Sum- 
mers and  John  Mandukish 


"A  Living  Scare  Crow" — the  colorful 
dance  of  Laura  Rauche 


“/  DON'T  KNOW  WHERE  LIZ  AND  HER  FRIENDS 
GET  ALL  THEIR  ENERGY .” 


A fugitive  scientist  from  a Boris  Karloff  horror  pic- 
ture dreamed  up  a serum  that  would  bring  inanimate 
objects  to  life.  He  surreptitiously  tried  it  out  on  the 
statue  of  a great  general  in  Lafayette  Park.  Sure  enough, 
the  statue  gave  a quiver  and  a moment  later  the  general, 
creaking  a bit  in  the  joints,  climbed  down  from  the 
pedestal.  The  scientist  was  overjoyed.  “I  have  given 
you  life,”  he  exulted.  “Now  tell  me  General,  what  is 
the  first  thing  you  are  going  to  do  with  it?” 

“That’s  easy,”  rasped  the  General,  ripping  a gun 
from  his  holster.  “I’m  going  to  shoot  about  two  mil- 
lion damn  pigeons.” 


Little  Steve,  five  years  old,  was  walking  along  the 
street  with  little  Ellen,  aged  four.  Crossing  the  street, 
Steve  remembered  his  mother’s  teaching. 

“Let  me  hold  your  hand,”  he  offered  politely. 
“Okay,”  Ellen  declared,  “but  just  remember  you’re 
playing  with  fire.” 


Signs  in  a real  estate  office: 

“Gets  Lots  While  You  Are  Young.” 

Slowly,  her  eyes  flowing  softly,  the  beautiful  young 
debutante  raised  a glass  on  high,  exulting:  “Port  wine 
to  me  is  the  nectar  of  the  gods,  the  elixir  of  life. 
When  I imbibe  its  fluid,  my  very  soul  begins  to  throb 
and  glow.  The  music  of  a thousand  muted  violins 
whispers  in  my  ear,  and  I am  transferred  to  the  make 
believe  world  of  magic.  On  the  other  hand,  beer  makes 
me  barf.” 


Little  Johnny  wrote  on  the  blackboard  “Johnny  is 
a passionate  little  devil.”  The  teacher  reprimanded  him 
severely  and  told  him  to  stay  after  school  for  an  hour. 

When  Johnny  got  out  that  night  all  of  his  friends 
were  waiting  to  hear  what  punishment  he  received. 

“What  did  she  do  to  you?”  asked  one  little  hoy. 

“Well,  I ain’t  saying,  but  it  pays  to  advertise.” 

They  tell  the  one  about  the  cute  coed  who  flunked 
economics  last  semester.  She  thought  assets  were  little 
donkeys. 


urn  h 


once  upon  a time 

while  gathering  knowledge  in  college 

drinking 
thinking 
sinking  in 
bought  thought 

i would  have  said 
while  in  bed 

“have  a mediocre  holiday 
but  now 

the  page  of  the  rage  to  be  sage 

has  been  turned 

and  burned 

and  today  i pause 

and  say  in  a humble  mumble 

“there  is  a santa  clous" 

s.  traum 


an  OLD  LINE  exclusive 
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B.P.A.  BUILDING  PLAN 


Portraits  by  MADLON 

WEDDINGS  • PORTRAITURE  • CANDIDS 
RESTORATION  • I NDENTI FICATION  PHOTOS  ..  . 
7848  Wisconsin  Ave.  — Bethesda,  Md. 

OL  6-8250  Free  Parking 


Big  Dance  Floor 
Name  Recording  Bands 

Continuous  Dancing  8 til  2 
Jam  Sessions  E\ery  Sat.  & Sun.  at  3 


In  the  Heart  of  Downtown  Washington 
1414  I Street,  N.W. 

No  Cover  No  Minimum 


Be  sure 
that  all  of 
your  flower 
orders  are 
from 

BELL 

FLORIST 

phone 

UN  4-1300 

44  1 2 Knox  Road 
New  Management 


Pomrrfi  Sc  (gmifo 

Open  Nightly  'til  9 PM.  4509  College  Ave. 


THE  ORIGINAL 

o£S£ATsaaaT 


Born  on  the  South  African  Veldt,  now 
worn  around  the  world.  First  choice  for  casual 
wear  from  Canada  to  the  Caribbean  — from 
Beverly  Hills  to  Boothbay  Harbor.  Unique 
construction  . . . superb  British  craftsmanship  . . . 

extreme  flexibility  and 
lightness . . . rugged, 
smart.  Come  in  for  a 
fitting,  you’ll 
“swear  by” 
them. 


The  Fashion  World  at  Your  Doorstep  . . . 
We  carry  the  Newest 
and  the  Finest,  including: 

Parklane  Debs 
Jonathan  Logan 

Majestic  Sportswear 
Sue  Brett 

Bernhard  Altmann  Coats 

. . . and  many,  many  others. 

Come  see  for  yourself — 

We  know  you'll  be  pleased. 


Win  a FREE  Dress! 

No  obligation  . . . nothing  to  buy!  Simply  fill  in  this 
ad.  and  bring  it  to  us  yourself.  A drawing  will  be 
held,  and  the  winner  will  receive  a S25.00  dress  FREE 
— or  any  other  merchandise  of  her  choice  amounting 
to  S25.00.  Only  coeds  of  the  University  of  Maryland 
will  be  eligible.  Jour  chances  are  excellent.  You 
may  be  the  lucky  winner! 

NAME  YEAR 

ADDRESS  


CHAYTE'S 


DRESS  SHOP 


LANGLEY  SHOPPING  CENTER 


LANGLEY  PARK,  MD. 
9:30  to  9 Daily 
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BOOKS 

aren  1 the  only  thing  they  have  at  the 

STUDENT  SUPPLY  STORE 
STUDENT  UNION 


cosmetics 

school  supplies 
jackets 

pocketbooks 

greeting  cards 


KEATS 


“Why  not 
live  sweetly?” 


from  The  Dove , line  10 


ACCUMATIC  IX,  $89.50 
Self-winding,  Weatherproof* 


THIS  CHRISTMAS... 
HOPE  FOR  A HAMILTON 

The  Christmas  you  get  your  Hamilton  will 
be  remembered  as  the  day  you  receive  your 
diploma,  win  your  varsity  letter  or  star 
in  the  class  play.  A Hamilton  is  no  ordi- 
nary watch.  It  carries  with  it  the  high 
regard  of  the  giver,  and  expresses  his 
pride  in  you  as  no  lesser  watch  can.  Hope 
for  a Hamilton  and  you  hope  for  the  best. 
Hamilton  Watch  Company,  Lancaster,  Penna. 

/l^/Z_7~0/V 

for  all  the  hours  of  a lifetime  -M- 

* Waterproof,  dustproof  provided  original  seal  is  restored  if  opened  for  servicing. 
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OH  Jlinz 


of  ins  'A/\oni 


Gail  & Gwen  Rosenbr 


Are  they,  or  aren't  they  . . . twins  that  is.  Only 
the  photographer  knows  for  sure.  From  the  infor- 
mation we  have  compiled,  we  find  these  two  love- 
lies to  be  Gwen  and  Gail  Rosenberg.  No,  we  don't 
know  which  is  which.  They  are  freshmen  studying 
chilldhood  education  and  are  especially  interested 
in  tennis  and  the  Flying  Follies.  We  are  certain 
the  lads  in  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  are  going  to  miss 
them.  Sorry  fellas. 


OLD  LINE  O 

U.S 


The  Colonization  of  America 

The  discovery  of  America  in  1492  by  Chris  Columbo 
climaxed  Europe’s  long  search  for  a new  place  to  bor- 
row money.  Ehifortunately  Chris  never  made  the  scene 
back  in  Spain  to  report  his  discovery,  because  he  missed 
the  boat  on  the  New  Jersey  Turnpike  and  was  never 
heard  from  again. 

With  the  Spanish  setback,  England  soon  dominated 
the  colonization  of  the  North  American  continent.  This 
was  due  to  the  energetic  leadership  of  the  Tudor  rulers: 
Henry  VII  (1485-1509),  Henry  VIII  (1509-1547)  and 
Elizabeth  I (36-24-36). 

During  the  reign  of  James  I,  the  first  American 
colony  was  established  in  1607  at  Jamestown,  Virginia. 

The  colonists  who  inhabited  these  early  settlements 
suffered  greatly  from  the  extreme  cold  of  winter.  Al- 
though they  brought  their  electric  blankets  with  them 
from  Europe,  the  absence  of  electricity  in  the  New  World 
rendered  them  useless.  The  lack  of  electricity  so  shocked 
the  early  settlers  that  one  of  them  invented  the  kite. 

Early  colonial  economic  activity  was  no  more  suc- 
cessful than  was  their  quest  for  electricity.  New  Eng- 
land’s early  economic  growth  revolved  around  a system 
of  “triangular  trade.”  This  system  failed  when  the  mar- 
ket was  flooded  with  thousands  of  triangles  which  no 
one  wanted.  After  this  setback  most  trading  in  New 
England  as  well  as  in  the  rest  of  colonial  America  was 
done  in  a centrally  located  spot  known  as  the  “super- 
market.” 

The  economy  of  the  middle  and  southern  colonies 
was  based  on  the  production  of  staples.  This  type  of 
economy  failed  when  one  smart  colonial  economist  said, 
“We  have  millions  of  staples  but  no  stapling  machine.” 

Meanwhile  back  on  the  international  front,  England 
was  having  as  much  trouble  with  France  as  the  colo- 
nists were  having  with  triangles,  staples  and  electricity. 

Since  England  and  France  were  the  two  major  colo- 
nial powers  of  North  America,  it  was  inevitable  that 
their  great  rivalry  would  culminate  in  a war  for  posses- 
sion of  this  prized  land.  This  great  war  was  known  as 
the  French  and  Indian  War. 

The  decisive  battle  of  the  war  came  in  1759  when 
the  British,  under  the  command  of  Winston  Churchill, 
took  Quebec.  This  action  mystified  the  French  because 
Churchill  refused  to  tell  France  where  he  took  it.  Since 
Quebec  seemed  to  vanish  without  a trace,  France  sur- 
rendered before  any  more  of  her  land  disappeared.  The 
Treat}  of  Paris  formally  ended  the  war.  As  a result 
1 ranee  lost  all  of  her  colonial  possessions  in  America. 
The  only  concession  made  to  France  was  that  Churchill 
promised  to  show  them  where  he  hid  Quebec. 


British  Colonial  Administration 

Immediately  after  the  British  took  sole  possession  of 
the  colonies,  they  began  having  trouble  with  its  inhabi- 
tants. Most  of  the  colonial  unrest  can  be  attributed  to 
the  lack  of  electricity  discussed  previously  but  it  took 
two  British  blunders  to  turn  this  unrest  into  total  war. 
These  blunders  were  the  Boston  Massacre  and  the 
Stamp  Act.  The  Boston  Massacre  was  especially  pain- 
ful to  the  New  Englanders,  as  the  Red  Sox  lost  to  the 
Yanks  17-1.  And  when  the  British  Parliament  ruled 
that  food  stores  could  no  longer  give  green  stamps  with 
purchases  (Stamp  Act),  war  was  a certainty. 

The  major  battles  of  the  Revolution  were  fought  at 
Lexington  in  1774,  Saratoga  in  1777  and  Yorktown  in 
1777.  The  victorious  colonists  went  to  Paris  to  make 
the  peace  in  1778.  John  Jay  reported  that  a good  time 
was  had  by  all. 

The  New  Nation 

The  United  States  wasted  little  time  in  establishing 
her  first  government.  General  George  Washington  be- 
came the  first  chief  of  state.  Washington’s  eight  years 
as  President  were  highlighted  by  a continual  battle  be- 
tween Alex  Hamilton  and  Tom  Jefferson  over  the 
strength  of  the  national  government.  Hamilton  favored 
a strong  central  government  and  Jefferson  favored 
strong  state  governments.  Hamilton  emerged  victorious 
because  Washington  leaned  towards  his  policies.  It  is 
said  that  Washington  leaned  so  heavily  toward  Hamilton 
that  one  day  he  fell  on  Hamilton  breaking  the  Secre- 
tary’s left  arm.  In  1797  Washington  retired  to  Mt. 
Vernon  content  to  sell  souvenirs  to  tourists. 

Jefferson  & Madison 

Thomas  Jefferson  was  elected  President  in  1801. 
Jefferson  was  the  champion  of  equal  justice  for  all  and 
the  preservation  of  states  rights.  His  statement  “Gov- 
ernment is  best  that  governs  least  because  that  means 
that  I don’t  have  to  do  anything,”  clearly  shows  his 
concern  for  the  United  States.  In  1803  Jefferson  pur- 
chased the  Louisiana  Territory  from  Napoleon  for 
11,250,000  francs  (with  rolls  and  mustard).  Jefferson 
intended  to  convert  this  vast  land  area  into  a parking 
lot,  but  his  plans  were  stymied  when  he  discovered  that 
no  one  had  invented  an  automobile. 

Jefferson  retired  from  public  office  in  1809  and  left 
the  country  in  the  hands  of  James  Madison.  Madison 
became  a hero  overnight  by  successfully  guiding  the 
country  through  the  War  of  1812.  With  the  war  over, 
the  President  looked  forward  to  spending  his  remaining 
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LINE  SERIES 


research  by  LARRY  PEARSON 


years  as  President  resting  on  his  laurels.  But  the  “ice 
cream  affair  of  1814”  considerably  altered  these  plans. 

“The  ice  cream  affair”  resulted  when  the  President 
became  so  preoccupied  with  the  War  of  1812  that  he 
neglected  his  wife,  Dolly.  To  combat  her  loneliness, 
Dolly  started  making  ice  cream.  When  it  was  discovered 
that  she  was  operating  an  ice  cream  stand  on  the  White 
House  lawn,  millions  of  people  thought  that  the  Presi- 
dent was  in  financial  trouble  and  had  put  his  wife  to 
work.  Even  Madison’s  vehement  denials  could  not  pre- 
vent the  tidal  wave  of  ridicule  which  engulfed  him. 

The  Jacksonian  Era 

Andrew  Jackson’s  ascent  to  the  presidency  ushered 
in  a new  era  of  American  politics.  This  new  era  ended 
the  domination  of  the  aristocrat  in  politics.  Jackson  was 
the  “people’s  choice”  and  therefore  he  had  to  play  the 
role  of  the  common  man.  Seizing  upon  the  common 
man  theme.  Jackson  delivered  his  inaugural  address  in 
a rumpled,  unpressed  suit.  Because  of  his  appearance, 
he  was  tagged  with  the  nickname  “Old  Hick.” 

Jackson’s  governmental  policies  were  as  unconven- 
tional as  his  dress.  His  extensive  use  of  veto  power 
meant  that  he  was  less  offensive  than  some  of  his  pred- 
esessors.  His  greatest  fight  was  against  the  National 
Bank.  In  a nationally  televised  speech  Jackson  said, 
“The  National  Bank  must  be  destroyed  not  because  it 
is  a monopoly,  but  because  I owe  it  $10,000.” 

Sectional  Conflict 

In  the  years  from  1820  to  1860  the  United  States 
was  slowly  being  divided  into  two  sections  roughly 
separated  by  the  Mason  Dixon  Line.  As  early  as  1820 
the  seeds  of  hatred  were  planted  by  Northerners  against 
Southerners  and  vice  versa.  What  caused  this  great  con- 
flict to  erupt  forty  years  later,  which  pitted  countryman 
against  countryman  and  even  brother  against  brother? 
Was  it  the  issue  of  slavery?  Was  it  the  result  of  the 
secession  of  several  southern  states  from  the  Union? 
The  answer  is  a resounding  no!  Although  these  reasons 
are  the  most  popular  ones  used  to  explain  this  catas- 
trophic war,  history  has  clearly  shown  that  the  language 
barrier  was  the  major  factor  that  caused  the  Civil  War. 

With  the  advent  of  cheaper  transportation  in  the 
1830’s,  a great  number  of  Southerners  ventured  north- 
ward. Most  of  the  southern  travelers  disliked  the  North 
because  the  yankees  were  continually  making  jokes  about 
their  guest’s  accent.  With  everyone  laughing  at  them, 
the  Southerners  became  very  self-conscious  and  found 
it  impossible  to  communicate  with  the  northern  people. 

This  abuse  continued  until  1860  when  many  southern 
states  seceeded  from  the  Union  taking  their  accent  with 


them.  Jefferson  Davis,  who  was  chosen  President  of  the 
Southern  Confederacy,  summed  up  the  south’s  position 
when  he  said,  “We  all  will  get  even  with  you  all.” 
Shortly  after  the  southern  secession,  fighting  broke 
out  at  Fort  Sumner,  a northern  school  of  diction.  In 
the  four  years  of  war  which  followed,  many  Americans 
needlessly  lost  their  lives.  All  of  this  bloodshed  could 
have  been  avoided  if  the  north  and  the  south  had 
adopted  a common  language. 

Questions? 

1.  The  United  States  was  discovered: 

a.  in  the  nick  of  time 

b.  by  Richard  Nixon 

c.  a few  days  ago 

d.  with  no  clothes  on 

2.  The  Missouri  Compromise: 

a.  all  of  the  above 

b.  was  not  discussed  in  the  outline 

c.  has  been  denounced  by  Khrushchev. 

3.  The  Revolutionary  War  was  fought: 

a.  indoors 

b.  over  Tuesday  Weld 

c.  under  Tuesday  Weld 

d.  because  Jerry  Wald  thought  it  would  be  a good 
idea  for  a movie. 

4.  The  Presidential  election  of  1800  was 

a.  fixed 

b.  won  by  Thomas  Dewey  I finally) 

c.  held  in  1 803 

5.  Sherman  marched  through  Georgia 

a.  because  everyone  else  was  doing  it 

b.  on  his  way  to  Florida 

c.  because  he  couldn't  go  around  it 

6.  James  Madison  ended  The  War  of  1812  by 

a.  himself 

b.  using  ‘A  bombs 

c.  telling  everyone  it  was  1813 

7.  Margie  Miller  is 

a.  none  of  the  above 

b.  Managing  Editor  of  Monday's  DBK. 

c.  Engaged  to  the  editor-in-chief  of  the  Old  Line 

d.  fiction  editor  of  the  Encyclopedia  Britannica 

8.  Andrew  Jackson  could  usually  be  found 

a.  drinking 

b.  on  ‘A’  Street 

c.  playing  golf 

d.  with  Pearl  Mesta 

9.  The  Whig  Party  was  composed  of 

a.  University  of  Maryland  history  instructors 

b.  bald-headed  men 

c.  bald-headed  women 
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Classroom  T.V.  Coes  Commercial 


story  and  art  by  KEN  WAISSMAN 


More  and  more  classroom  lec- 
tures are  being  televised,  because 
more  and  more  people  are  tak- 
ing these  courses,  due  to  the  fact 
that  there  are  more  and  more  stu- 
dents. Since  the  University  pop- 
ulation is  increasing  more  and 
more,  the  school  must  build  more 
and  more  facilities  which  means 
spending  more  and  more  money. 
Soon  the  University  will  be 
forced,  for  need  of  more  and 
more  money,  to  sell  commercial 
time  on  these  TV  lecture  pro- 
grams. The  question  is:  what 

kind  of  advertisements  will  be 
sold?  They  probably  will  be 
products  concerning  college  stu- 
dents since  more  and  more  will 
be  watching  . . . 


"DON'T  BE  POOLED  BY  IMITATIONS. Next  year  at 

HOMECOMING Let  Misfit  & Mess 

Build  your  FLOAT  1 


REASONABLE 
RATES l I 


We'll  build 
you  a 


$75  FLOAT 


FOR  ONLY 

$225.49 
M&M  FLOATS 


MENU  GET  RID  OF 

THAT 

<5  0« CLOCK  SHADOW 

ONCE 

AND  FOR  ALL 

COVER  IT  UP 

with  a NICE  THICK  BEARD II 


USE 

CASTRO 


THE 

BLADES 

OF 

FIDELITY 


12 


AND 


NOW 

A 

WORD 

FROM 

OUR 

ALTERNATE 

SPONSOR 


Yours  alone  . . 
your  initials 
styled  i n your 
own  hand-en- 
graved mono- 
gram create  the 
pattern  design. 


■/ / ...  a new  concept 

W / in  table  setting 
I / harmony.  Kings- 
' ley  by  Kirk  com- 

/ bines  the  perfect 

f form  in  sterling 
with  a floral  de- 
sign that  beauti- 
fully match  es 
America’s  most 
popular  china 
patterns. 


Old 

Maryland 

Engraved 

$49.95 


Cynthia 

$37.50 


America’s  oldest 
silversmiths 
create  Kirk  ster- 
ling for  thosewho 
appreciate  the 
best.  Necessarily 
limited  in  quan- 
tity, you'll  find  it 
only  at  the  finest 
dealers  in  your 
community. 


Write  for  your 
"Silver  notes  from 
Kirk"  and  name  of 
Kirk  dealer  near- 
estyou.  Dept.  B, 
Baltimore  18,  Md. 


HAVE  ALWAYS  HAD  an 
abiding  hatred  for  the  bottom  crust 
of  rye  bread.  There  is  no  particular 
reason  for  making  this  point,  except 
that  whenever  I think  of  Fort 
Lauderdale,  I think  of  rye  bread. 
There  is  no  particular  reason  for  that 
either,  but  I have  been  thinking  of 
Fort  Lauderdale.  Fort  Lauderdale  is 
“where  the  boys  are.”  Right  now, 
that  is.  Most  of  the  time,  serenity 
reigns  in  Fort  Lauderdale.  (The 
Chamber  of  Commerce  will  hate  me; 
they  say  it.  never  rains  in  Fort 
Lauderdale.)  But,  for  two  weeks, 
twenty  thousand  collegians  descend 
on  this  peaceful  community  and  take 
it  apart,  peace  by  peace.  They  call 
it  Spring  Vacation,  but  it’s  more  like 
amateur  night  at  Cape  Canaveral. 
They  capture  Florida  and  throw  the 
Keys  away.  But  I shouldn’t  joke — 
not  while  people  are  holding  mass 
prayer  meetings  for  an  early  hurri- 
cane season. 

This  is  “where  the  boys  are.”  And 
girls,  too.  Such  girls,  it  makes  you 
dizzy  to  look  at  them.  If  you  look  long 
enough,  you  reach  an  advanced 
stage  of  dizziness  called  aphro- 
dizzier.  It’s  like  being  in  love.  That’s 
what  happened  to  me,  and  it  will 
happen  to  you,  too.  Everywhere  you 
turn  — beaches  full  of  them,  motels 
and  hotels  full  of  them,  cars  full  of 
them,  pools  full  of  them,  bathing 
suits  full  of  them.  Ah,  bathing  suits 
. . . when  the  man  said,  “It’s  the 
little  things  in  life  that  count,”  he 
must  have  been  thinking  of  bathing 
suits.  But  mostly,  it’s  the  girls. 

Girls  in  love,  girls  in  trouble,  bright 
girls  with  a future,  not-so-bright 
girls  with  a past,  rich  girls  in  the  lap 
of  luxury,  poor  girls  in  any  lap 
that’ll  have  them,  girls  of  every  size 
and  discretion.  It  isn’t  any  wonder 
that  this  is  “where  the  boys  are.” 
And  the  things  that  happen  are 
wacky  and  wild  and  wicked  and 
warmly  wonderful  “where  the  boys 
are.”  Someone  should  make  a movie 
about  it.  Hey,  someone  did ! M-G-M 
calls  it  “Where  The  Boys  Are,” 
starring  Dolores  Hart,  George  Hamil- 
ton, Yvette  Mimieux,  Jim  Hutton, 
Barbara  Nichols,  Paula  Prentiss,  with 
Frank  Gorshin  and  introducing  popu- 
lar recording  star  Connie  Francis 
in  her  first  screen  role.  You’ll 
want  to  see  all  the  things 
that  happen  “Where  The  ^ 

Boys  Are.” 


Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer 

presents 

"WHERE  THE  BOYS  ARE” 

A Euterpe  production 
in  CinemaScope  and 
METROCOLOR. 

Screenplay  by  George  Wells, 
based  on  the  novel  by 
Glendon  Swarthout. 

Directed  by  Henry  Levin. 
Produced  by  Joe  Pasternak. 


$25 

EIGHT  TWENTY  THREE 
FIFTEENTH  STREET,  N.W. 


NA.  8-7169 


Dinner  and  an  evening  of  music 
in  European  Atmosphere 
Imported  & Domestic  Beverages 


Free  Parking 
6:00  P.M,  to  Closing 
1419  EYE  STREET,  N.W. 


No  Cover  No  Minimum 

or  Admission  Charge 


The  DELI 

7400  Baltimore  Blvd. 


Sandwiches  • Milkshakes 
Snacks  • Sodas 

SUBMARINES 

our  speciality 
the  finest  anywhere 

Phone  orders  UN.  4-4101 
Open  8 a.m.  til  1 a.m. 


Dispensing  Eyeglasses 
and  spectacles  to 
Alumni  and  Students 
Since  1898 

CONTACT  LENS  SERVICE 

Washington,  Maryland 
and  Virginia 

Customer  Parking 

Dl.  7-7976 


TOWN  HALL 

ACROSS  FROM  THE  NORTH  GATE  ON  RT.  1 
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Facts  about  chemical  industry 
growth  that  can  be 
important  to  your  future  career 


Did  you  know  that  the  chemical  industry  has  grown  at  a rate  of  about 
10%  per  year  since  1929,  as  compared  with  only  3%  for  the  econ- 
omy as  a whole?  It’s  a fact!  And  there’s  every  reason  to  believe  that 
this  favorable  growth  rate  will  continue. 

For  the  graduating  chemist  or  chemical  engineer,  this  spells  oppor- 
tunity. Opportunity  to  grow  with  a growing  industry. 

Allied  Chemical,  for  example,  now  produces  more  than  3,000  diver- 
sified chemicals  at  over  100  plants  throughout  the  country.  Many  of 
these  products  are  basic— used  in  volume  by  almost  every  industry. 
Allied  is  at  the  heart  of  the  nation’s  economy  and  looks  forward 
to  continued  growth  and  stability. 

Ask  our  interviewer  about  career  opportunities  at  Allied  when  he 
next  visits  your  campus.  Your  placement  office  can  give  you  the  date 
and  supply  you  with  a copy  of  “Your  Future  in  Allied  Chemical.” 
Allied  Chemical  Corporation,  Department  126-R1,  61 
Broadway,  New  York  6,  New  York. 
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DIVISIONS: 

BARRETT  • GENERAL  CHEMICAL 
INTERNATIONAL  • NATIONAL  ANILINE 
NITROGEN  • PLASTICS  AND 
COAL  CHEMICALS  • SEMET-SOLVAY 
SOLVAV  PROCESS 


BASIC  TO  AMERICA’S  PROGRESS 
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• menthol  fresh 
rich  tobacco  taste 
• modern  filter,  too 
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every  time  you  smoke.  Just  as  a perfect  day  in  May  gives 
tie,  so  a Salem  gives  you  both  rich  tobacco  to  taste  and 
special  High  Porosity  paper  "air-softens"  every  puff. 
Try  Salem.  It’s  the  rich -tasting  smoke  with  springtime  softness.  Salem  refreshes  your  taste. 

Created  by  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 
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the  newest 


an  artful  blending 
of  traditional  elegance 
and  contemporary  simplicity 
reminiscent  of  the 
charm  and  delicate  beauty 
of  an  old  French  lace 
which  also  bears 
the  name . . . 


LUNT 


The  6-pc.  Place  Setting  $39.75  tax  included.  For  further  information  write  Dept.  M-9,  Lunt  Sterling,  Greenfield,  Massachusetts 
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Right  now,  Koppers  research  scientists  are  moving  into  this  new  $8  million 
research  center  located  in  Monroeville,  Pa.,  a suburban  area  of  Pittsburgh. 


This  move  is  typical  of  Koppers  growing  emphasis  on  an  aggres- 
sive research  and  development  program,  in  exploratory  and 
applied  research,  to  discover  new  products  and  to  improve  and 
find  new  uses  for  existing  ones.  Koppers  research  is  identified 
with  a variety  of  products,  including  plastics,  coal-tar  derivatives, 
wood  preservatives,  fine  chemicals  and  dyestuffs. 

The  Exploratory  Section  of  our  Research  Department  enjoys 
complete  academic  freedom  for  the  analysis  and  investigation 
of  new  ideas  and  concepts  in  fields  such  as  polymer  chemistry, 
general  organic  chemistry,  catalysis,  and  organometallics. 


Koppers 

moves  into 
new 


Learn  about  the  opportunities  for  you  at  Koppers  and  at  our  new  Research 
Center,  where  research-minded  graduates  are  offered  an  ideal  atmosphere  for 
progressive  development.  Write  the  Personnel  Manager,  Research  Department, 
Koppers  Company,  Inc.,  Monroeville,  Pennsylvania. 


research  center 


Koppers  Research  Department  provides  opportunities  for  re- 
search assignments  in  organic,  physical,  analytical,  and  polymer 
chemistry.  Scientists  will  be  associated  with  either  the  Explora- 
tory or  Applied  Researches  Sections,  or  the  Analytical  or 
Physical  Chemistry  Laboratories,  as  warranted  by  the  interests 
and  achievements  of  the  individual. 
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s.  Rock  & Roll 


Situated  a block  from  the  Potomac  River  on 
K St.,  and  surrounded  by  train  tracks,  a paint 
manufacturing  plant,  a flour  mill,  and  an  over- 
head expressway,  the  Bayou  seems  to  incorporate 
all  the  properties  of  a water-front  dive — at  least 
from  the  outside.  On  the  inside  it  is  nicely  finished 
off  to  give  the  illusion  of  New  Orleans  in  years 
past.  The  nightly  Dixieland  jazz  heightens  the 
illusion,  and  raises  the  hope  that  Dixieland  will 
once  again  regain  the  popularity  it  held  in  the 
twenties.  The  band  enjoys  playing,  and  can  im- 
part this  enthusiasm  to  the  audience.  Stamping 
one's  feet  to  "When  The  Saints  Go  Marching  In" 
is  a good  way  to  uncoil  from  a week  of  classes, 
homework,  and  tests. 

When  asked  what  he  thought  about  rock  and 
roll,  the  trumpet  player  showed  a decided  negative 
attitude.  By  some  odd  coincidence  an  employee 
at  the  Hayloft  reacted  the  same  way  when  Dixie- 
land was  mentioned. 


On  Nth  St.  between  H & !,  rock  and 
roll  establishments  exist  in  a package 
wrapped  in  gaudy  neon.  The  common 
denominator  among  this  brotherhood  is 
the  no  admission  charge  and  the  sev- 
enty-five cent  beer.  The  music  sounds 
the  same  all  along  the  block — loud!  At 
Benny's  the  Old  Line  reporter  was  told 
he  could  take  pictures.  His  equipment 
had  just  been  set  up  on  a piano-stool- 
sized table  when  he  was  asked  what  he 
wanted  to  drink.  The  temperature  out- 
side was  fifteen  degrees  and  somehow 
the  thought  of  a tall,  cool  one  didn't 
appeal  to  him.  The  Old  Line  reporter 
was  shown  where  the  architect  had  de- 
signed the  door. 


The  drummer  was  the  first 
musician  to  make  the  scene  at 
the  Hayloft.  He  started  in  on  a 
routine  that  shook  the  ashes  off 
cigarettes  and  flattened  the  beer 
in  the  open  bottles.  The  patrons 
assumed  the  stares  of  those  wit- 
nessing a great  prophet,  and 
shouted  such  encouragement  as 
"Yeh!  Yeh!"  and  "Go!  Go!". 
After  ten  minutes  the  drummer 
was  showing  no  signs  of  weak- 
ening, except  for  the  brief  gasps 
for  air  as  he  came  up  periodi- 
cally from  under  an  ever-in- 
creasing sea  of  perspiration.  The 
rest  of  the  band  arrived  in  time 
to  toss  the  drummer  a life  pre- 
server. Then  the  electric  guitar 
artist  was  off  searching  for  new 
sounds.  The  one  he  finally 
achieved  was  somewhat  remini- 
scent of  a Boris  Karloff  sonic 
ray  death  gun. 

When  the  band  finally  retired 
to  treat  its  self-inflicted  wounds, 
the  rush  was  made  on  the  juke 
box. 


The  bearded  one  on  the  right 
is  a senior  at  Gettysburg  College 
who  was  working  over  the  Christ- 
mas holiday  at  the  Hayloft.  In 
a conversation  he  made  it  known 
that  he  didn't  dig  rock  and  roll 
or  jazz.  He  said  that  he  had 
been  playing  the  violin  for  nine 
years  and  that  he  spent  two 
hours  a day  running  through 
Paganini  finger  exercises. 
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Mutual  of  Mudland 

INSURANCE  CORPORATION 


“U 


on  re  in 


Ead  Jfands  u,itL  WudLnd 


satire  by  LARRY  PEARSON 
art  by  MARGIE 


During  registration  week,  along  with  the  hundreds  of  other  useless 
cards  and  letters,  one  usually  receives  an  application  blank  for  student 
insurance.  This  policy  provides  a cash  payment  in  the  event  the  student 
breaks  an  arm  or  a leg  or  suffers  some  other  minor  injury  of  a similar 
nature.  But  what  of  the  student  who  loses  a book  or  the  coed  who  signs 
in  late?  Surely  an  insurance  policy  which  would  cover  major  problems 
such  as  these  would  be  of  far  more  value  than  the  one  presently  offered 
to  Maryland  students. 

To  fill  this  void  the  OLD  LINE  magazine  has  created  an  insurance 
policy  covering  the  majority  of  these  problems'.  Following  are  the  main 
areas  of  coverage  of  the  Mutual  of  Mudland  Insurance  Policy. 


^Exclusion  Clause:  This  policy  will  be  declared  null  and  void  by 
any  act  of  God,  war  or  Dean  Sorrenson. 


photo  by  CHET  STECKEL 


Capitalists,  corruption,  and  money — into  file  13.  That's 
where  your  money  goes  when  you  deal  with  Mutual  of 
Mudland.  Here  the  board  engages  in  money  mincing — 
the  methodical  discarding  of  money.  George,  Abe,  and 
W histler  s mother  oversee  the  operation. 


LOST  CARD 


The  gravest  mistake  a student  can  make  is 
to  lose  one  or  more  of  the  official  cards  distri- 
buted during  registration.  For  each  card  lost,  the 
policy  will  pay  the  student  the  amount  specified 
in  the  table.  If  the  insured  loses  all  of  the  cards 
he/she  will  undoubtedly  lose  our  address  too , 
thereby  making  it  impossible  to  file  a claim. 

CARD  LOST 

Ticket  book 

Laundry  

I.D 

Dining  hall  

Student  number 


PAYMENT 

$4.70 

1.00 

5.75 

02 

012286 


LOUSY  ROOMMATE 


If  the  policy  holder  is  assigned  an  incom- 
patable  roommate,  payment  will  be  based  on 
the  gripe  table  listed  below.  If  the  gripe  is  not 
listed  in  the  chart,  contact  the  Dean  of  Men/ 
Women. 


GRIPE  PAYMENT 

Snores  in  sleep  $5.00 

Snores  while  awake  7.00 

Reads  Old  Line 1 

Opposite  sex2 remit  10.00 

Plays  guitar  

Tries  to  play  guitar  17.59 


l|slo  payment  since  this  indicates  an  intelligent  and  desirable 
roommate. 

‘Check  into  this  carefully  since  looks  are  sometimes  deceiving. 
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UNSATISFACTORY  BLIND  DATE 


This  section  provides  a cash  payment  if  the 
insured  gets  stuck  with  a fink , clod,  etc.  on  a 
blind  date.  No  payment  made  if  claiment  parks 
with  his/her  date. 


DATE 

Too  fat  

Seedy  

Too  tall1  

Lisps  

Thinks  he/she  is  Napoleon 


PAYMENT 

$2.75 

3.90 

86 

3.74 

50  francs 


'Applicable  only  to  males. 


LOST  BOOK 


In  the  event  the  claiment  loses  a book,  pay- 
ment will  be  made  in  accordance  with  the  table 
below.  This  section  does  not  apply  to  texts  lost 
if  the  student  drops  the  course  in  which  the  book 
was  used.  If  any  English  I or  ROTC  texts  are 
lost,  the  insured  will  be  considered  lucky  and  file 
no  claim.  If  the  text  lost  is  not  listed  in  the 
table,  reimbursement  will  be  in  the  form  of  back 
issues  of  the  OLD  LINE. 


BOOK  LOST  PAYMENT 

Physics  20 $.15 

History  5 1.00 

Soc.  64  Lab  Manual  1 27.50 

Lady  Chatterly’s  Lover  6.76 
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POOR  INSTRUCTOR 


In  the  event  the  claiment  feels  that  he/she 
has  been  assigned  a poor  instructor,  payment 
will  be  made  only  if  the  student  submits  a tape 
which  is  representive  of  the  instructor's  perfor- 
mance. If  the  policy  holder  lists  any  of  the  below 
complaints  the  claim  will  not  be  processed  since 
all  instructors  display  these  traits. 
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COMPLAINT 

Beats  around  the  bush 

Frequently  says  “ah”,  “eh”  

Frequently  says  “ah”,  “eh”,  “er”  or  “hmm”. 
Starts  lecture  with  a Joke 
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Is 


LATE  SIGN-IN 


km 


This  section  of  the  Mutual  of  Mudland  In- 
surance Policy  financially  reimburses  any  coed 
who  fails  to  meet  the  weekend  curfew.  If  the  in- 
sured is  more  than  twelve  hours  late  no  payment 
will  be  made  and  the  policy  will  be  cancelled 
because  the  claiment  will  be  considered  a “bad 
risk." 


REASON  LATE  PAYMENT 

Car  broke  down  $3.37 

Resistance  broke  down  . .72 

Injured  at  record  hop  4.00 

Picked  up  by  a cop  1 8.07 

Picked  up  .97 
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The  Grebbis  Fuzpa  Saga 


Once  upon  a time,  in  the  kingdom 
of  Scuz,  there  lived  a beautiful 
princess  by  the  name  of  Grebbis 
Fuzpa.  She  was  indeed  the  most 
lovely  Scuz-ite  and  was  especially 
beloved  by  the  great  and  handsome 
prince  of  Duz.  However,  Princess 
Grebbis  was  not  satisfied  with  the 
great  and  handsome  prince — she 
wanted  to  go  out  into  the  world  and 
find  the  ideal  man.  So  Grebbis 
went  to  college. 

Her  first  conquest  was  Mickelsby 
Squib,  who  tickled  her  fancy,  darned 
her  socks,  and  brushed  her  teeth, 
all  of  which  pleased  her.  It  was  a 
perfect  romance,  Grebbis  staring 
adoringly  at  Micklesby  as  he  darned 
her  sock,  only  stabbing  her  toes  once 
in  a while,  and  then  only  gently, 
lovingly,  not  really  a mean  stab.  In 
the  end.  however,  Mickelsby  left 
Grebbis  for  Annabel  Gormph,  who 
had  more  holes  in  her  socks  than 
Grebbis  and  really  dirty  teeth.  That 
was  the  funny  thing  about  Mickelsby 
— it  wasn’t  the  girl  so  much,  but  the 
socks  and  the  teeth  that  got  him. 
I mean,  if  you  didn't  have  feet  or  a 
mouth,  he  wouldn't  look  twice  at 
you. 

Disconsolate  after  her  broken  ro- 
mance, holes  in  socks,  teeth  un- 
brushed, fancy  untickled,  Grebbis 
wandered  around  for  hours  and 
hours  before  she  fell  madly,  passion- 
ately, hopelessly  in  love  again.  She 
was  lying  in  the  middle  of  the  foot- 
ball field,  staring  at  the  blue  sky,  the 
falling  leaves,  the  muddy  field,  pick- 
ing her  teeth  with  a lost  football 
cleat,  when  suddenly  someone 
stepped  on  her  stomach. 

"Offsides.  ' cried  the  coach,  pick- 
ing up  Grebbis  by  the  nape  of  the 
neck  and  placing  her  gently  in  a 
trash  can. 

“Hark,”  said  Grebbis. 


After  the  scrimmage  was  over, 
Grebbis,  still  admiring  the  sky,  trees, 
and  field  from  her  vantage  point  of 
the  trash  can,  still  picking  her  teeth 
with  the  cleat,  was  rudely  awakened 
from  her  reverie  as  the  owner  of  the 
cleat  shook  her  out  of  the  trash  can. 
He  was  Rocky  Pile,  the  football  hero, 
and  the  owner  of  the  foot  that 
stepped  on  Grebbis’  stomach  a short 
while  back. 

They  stared  at  each  other,  afraid 
to  speak,  afraid  to  try  to  say  it  in 
Avoids,  oblivious  to  all  . . . 

“Grxmpdph,”  spake  Rocky. 

Thus  begun  a bone-crushing  ro- 
mance that  was  to  go  down  in  foot- 
ball history.  Grebbis,  agile  from  her 
years  on  the  rugby  team,  on  which 
she  starred  as  the  ball,  Avas  an  equal 
match  for  Rocky.  After  several 
weeks,  they  parted  as  friends  with 
the  score  standing  at  72-16,  favor  of 
Grebbis. 

Ready  now  for  something  svveet 
and  simple,  Grebbis  found  Avandering 
through  the  greenhouse  one  fine  day 
in  May,  Peter  Putney  Purk,  picking 
peapods. 

“Hark,  over  yonder,  peapod 
picker,  who  goes  there?”  cried  Greb- 
bis, delightfully  bounding  over  the 
squart  plants  and  landing  daintily  in 
a Venus  flycatcher,  which  fortun- 
ately Avas  already  dead. 

“Peter  Putney  Purk.  picking  pea- 
pods,’  he  replied  in  a quivering 
voice,  tripping  over  a Philonossus 
Aquilestrum  seed. 

"i  is  I,  Grebbis  Fuzpa,  in  search 
of  nature  and  a lover,  and  Ye  are 
he,”  she  screeched,  gleefully  scatter- 
ing fertilizer  over  all  like  magic 
dust.  “Take  me,  Nature  Boy,  Pm  a 
pure  BbYy,  Fj  generation.” 

Together  they  spent  many  happy 
hours,  growing  together,  sowing  to- 
gether, moAving  together. 

continued  on  page  25 


story  and  art  by  MARGIE  MILLER 
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A liberry  is: 

(a)  a place  where  books  are 

(b)  all  of  the  above 

(c)  one  of  the  above 

(d)  some  of  the  above 

Well,  let  me  just  tell  you  I got  every  one  of  them 
questions  wrong  on  the  Orientation  exam  (you  know,  the 
one  ya  gotta  take  in  order  to  be  able  to  go  to  all  the 
orientation  activities.  If  ya  fail,  ya  gotta  start  school 
without  goin’  to  any  dances  or  tours  or  anything  like 
that).  Especially  that  question.  I couldn’t  even  answer  it, 
mainly  because  the  answer  wasn’t  listed.  It  was  (e) 
none  of  the  above. 

So  I just  went  down  to  find  out  what  this  was  all 
about.  I mean,  if  a liberry  is  (e)  none  of  the  above,  it 
kinda  makes  you  wonder  what  it  really  is,  if  it  is  at  all, 
what  I had  my  doubts  about  until  I went  there  and  actu- 
ally saw  the  thing  in  person.  Then  I knew  why  they  said 
(e)  none  of  the  above,  cause  that’s  just  what  it  was. 

Anyway,  I walked  into  the  big  building  with  the  big 
steps,  and  lo  and  behold,  inside  the  big  building  was  a 
big  lobby.  It  was  kinda  empty,  but  there  were  nice 
pitchurs  around.  Real  big  pitchurs  inside  these  big  dis- 
play cases.  It  was  better  than  the  moving  pitchurs.  One 
set  of  the  big  pitchurs  was  of  the  Busy  Bees’  Blanket 
Binding  Association,  and  there  was  all  these  pitchurs  of 
all  these  people  bindin’  blankets.  I guess  they  was  the 
Busy  Bees.  I say  that  because  they  was  bindin’  blankets, 
and  if  the  thing  said  Busy  Bees’  Blanket  Binding  Asso- 
ciation, I take  it  that  it  was  those  very  Busy  Bees  that 
was  binding  the  aforementioned  blankets.  Anyway, 
there  they  were. 

There  was  some  little  man  sitting  behind  this  desk 
by  the  OUT  door  who  looked  funny  at  me  when  I came 
in  and  then  made  some  kinda  clickin’  noise.  I thought 
maybe  something  was  wrong  with  him,  but  I found  out 
that  any  time  'anybody  passed  him,  he  made  this  clickin' 
noise,  and  so  I kept  walking  in  front  of  him  lots  and  lots 
of  times,  but  he  didn’t  care  and  clicked  every  time  I 
walked  by.  Soon  I noticed  that  it  wasn’t  him  that  was 
making  the  click,  but  this  cricket  or  something  he  held 
in  his  hand  and  pinched  every  time  he  wanted  to  make 
a click.  So  this  here  poor  cricket  would  get  pinched  all 
the  time,  and  when  a class  let  out  and  all  these  people, 
hundreds  and  hundreds  of  people  trying  to  squeeze 
through  one  door,  tried  to  get  out,  the  man  would  really 
start  pinchin’  that  cricket  until  I think  it  was  dead.  It’s  a 
good  thing  there  are  a lot  of  crickets  in  this  world  or 
that  man’s  supply  would  be  shot  in  a week. 

Anyhow,  I have  this  girl,  you  see,  and  she’s  from 
where  I come  from  and  she’s  never  seen  a city  either,  so 
we  decided  to  really  do  it  up  big  and  hit  all  the  hot  spots 
in  College  Park.  So  we  went  to  the  Liberry.  Let  me  tell 
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you.  brother,  there’s  nothin"  better  than  an  evening  in 
the  stacks  with  your  girl,  and  if  you  realty  wanna  give 
her  a thrill,  take  her  up  to  the  mezzanine  and  people- 
watch.  There’s  nothin’  like  people-watchin’  to  make  you 
feel  a real  sense  of  togetherness. 

My  girl  . . . her  name’s  Herman;  she's  so  cute  . . . 
anyway,  Herman  and  I were  just  standin’  up  on  the 
mezzanine,  Herman  kinda  hangin’  over  the  edge  by  one 
arm  in  her  cute  little  way,  just  lookin’  at  all  these  people 
that  would  do  all  these  crazy  things,  the  way  people  do 
when  they  don't  think  anybody’s  watchin’  ’em,  and  I 
checked  out  a few  people  to  chuckle  at  and  point  out  to 
Herman,  who  wasn’t  really  payin’  attention  but  just 
kinda  swingin’  from  the  balcony  by  her  one  arm,  con- 
tented-like,  in  her  cute  little  way.  Anyway,  after  I 
stepped  on  her  fingers  she  kinda  perked  up  and  I could 
show  her  what  it  was  I was  chucklin’  about.  There  was 
this  one  girl  who  kept  swingin’  her  foot  hack  an’  forth 
. . . it  just  started  out  like  a little  swing;  hardly  any- 
thing moved  except  maybe  one  toe  kinda  swung  hack 
an’  forth,  inconspicuously,  hut  soon  it  built  up  until  she 
kicked  the  boy  across  the  aisle  and  it  was  all  over. 
Herman  kinda  chuckled  at  that,  hut  started  swingin’  back 
an  forth  over  the  edge  in  her  cute  little  way  so  1 decided 


to  teach  her  a lesson  and  knocked  her  over.  It  wasn’t 
too  noticeable  when  she  landed  except  the  librarian 
stamped  her  April  13,  which  is  when  she  would  have  been 
due  back  if  she  was  a hook,  hut  she  isn’t,  so  she  climbed 
hack  up  to  the  mezzanine,  a little  more  subdued  now. 

Herman  spotted  this  guy  sleeping  right  under  us  hut 
she  fixed  that  fast  by  dropping  her  shoe  on  his  head.  He 
woke  up  really  mad  and  started  yelling  at  us,  hut 
Herman  fixed  that,  too.  She  dropped  her  wad  of  chewin’ 
gum  into  his  mouth  and  he  kinda  choked  for  a while 
until  someone  came  and  led  him  away.  It  really  was 
kinda  sad  so  I slapped  Herman  on  the  nose  to  teach  her 
a lesson.  It  makes  me  mad  because  Herman  really  can 
be  lady-like  if  she  tries. 

The  funniest  one  we  saw  w'as  this  guy  who  had  to 
sneeze  or  something  and  didn’t  have  a handkerchief  and 
didn’t  want  to  make  any  noise,  like  you  do  when  you 
sneeze.  So  he  just  sniffled  around  a while,  behind  his 
book,  like,  then  held  his  breath  for  a while — we  could 
tell  he  was  holdin’  his  breath  ’cause  he  turned  kinda 
pinkish  and  his  cheeks  were  puffed  out  like  cheeks  get 
when  you  hold  your  breath — and  finally  he  tilted  his 
head  back  and  we  could  tell  he  was  sorta  prayin’,  “Please, 


please,  please  don’t  run,”  hut  it  ran  and  all  of  a sudden 
he  jus’  got  up  and  ran  out  of  the  room.  Herman  laughed 
so  much  she  almost  shook  off  the  April  13  she  had 
stamped  on  her. 

Herman  does  have  sympathy,  though,  like  when  some- 
body’s stomach  was  really  growlin’  up  a storm,  I mean, 
it  almost  talked  it  was  growlin’  so  loud,  and  the  guy  kept 
shiftin’  around  in  his  seat  and  lookin’  down  at  his  stom- 
ach like  he  was  sayin’,  “Well,  hi,  there,”  you  know",  like 
he  didn’t  remember  he  brought  his  stomach  but  there  it 
was  all  along,  anyway.  Herman  threw'  her  grits  she  had 
left  over  from  yesterday’s  breakfast,  that  she  had  been 
savin’  for  a snack,  down  to  him.  He  seemed  pretty  mad 
about  it  . . . guess  he  didn’t  like  grits. 

Anyhowr,  we  got  kinda  bored  with  all  this,  so  decided 
to  go  hack  into  those  little  cubicles  they  have  in  the 
stacks,  hut  we  couldn't  see  a thing  back  there.  Not  even 
books  or  anything.  Just  shelves,  pretty  shelves  though, 
and  nice  windows,  so  we  had  a great  view  of  the  parkin’ 
lot.  We  heard  a lot,  of  things,  though.  All  these  thumps 
and  giggles,  hut  we  was  too  embarassed  to  peek  around 
our  partition  to  see  what  the  clawing  was  about,  so  we 
just  let  it  die  off.  Then  we  sat  there  for  a while,  I think 
maybe  a coupla  hours  or  somethin’,  just  lookin’  at  each 
other  (we  couldn’t  see  too  much,  so  we  looked  at  each 
other)  and  finally  decided  to  leave.  I still  don’t  know 
what  all  those  people  were  doin’  there  hut  I guess  it’s  a 
nice  place  to  say  you've  been,  when  you  get  home. 


-t&j  j>ue 


13 


Happy  Birthday  to  you 
Happy  birthday  to  you 
Happy  birthday  dear  George  Washington 
father  of  our  country  on  dollar  bills 
Happy  birthday  to  you. 
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article  by  MIKE  GERAGHTY 

As  college  students  we  all  have  our  ups  and  downs, 
hut  very  few  Terps  have  as  many  as  Bill  Mathis  and 
Courtney  Brown.  These  two  bouncing  gymkana  experts 
are  working  their  way  through  college  on  a trampoline. 
Starting  just  a few  years  ago  while  freshmen,  they  are 
now  well  known  professional  trampolinists. 

Three  years  ago  Bill  happened  to  see  the  University 
Gymkana  Troupe  practicing  some  tricky  twists  in  the 
Cole  f ield  House.  He  became  interested,  and  was  soon 
a member  of  the  group.  Recalling  his  solo  on  the  trampo- 
line, Bill  says  with  a chuckle.  "I  did  a back  flip  and 
landed  head  first  through  the  shock  cords.  It  was  rather 
embarassing.” 

This  disastrous  first  attempt  did  not  discourage  Bill, 
and  under  the  tutelage  of  Coach  George  Kramer,  his 
long  hours  of  practice  have  produced  a fine  act  and  a 
profitable  business.  Practicing  diligently  during  his  sopho- 
more year,  Bill  finally  made  the  big  leagues  during  sum- 
mer vacation  of  1959.  Through  a connnection  made  by 
coach  Kramer,  Bill  landed  a job  with  a nationally 
known  professional  trampoline  act  called  “The  Tuckers.” 

The  Tuckers,  according  to  Bill,  are  the  third  ranking- 
trampoline  act  in  the  United  States.  During  his  summer 
job  with  the  group  he  appeared  all  over  the  Cnited 
States  and  Canada.  “It  was  a terrific  summer  job,”  says 
Bill.  “Practically  all  of  our  shows  were  at  night,  and  I 
had  plenty  of  time  during  the  day  to  do  some  sightseeing. 
We  appeared  at  fairs,  clubs,  and  resorts.  The  best  part 
of  it  was  that  I made  great  money.” 

Returning  to  the  campus  that  September.  Bill  booked 
up  with  Court  Brown,  another  member  of  the  Gymkana 
Troupe,  and  together  they  started  building  their  own  act. 
Practicing  regularly  under  the  guidance  of  George 
Kramer,  the  fellows  were  soon  ready  to  go  their  own 
professional  way.  They  bought  their  own  trampoline 
and  built  a trailer  to  haul  the  equipment.  They  then 
joined  the  American  Guild  of  Variety  Artists  (AYGA) 
through  whose  agents  they  now  obtain  booking  in  the 
Washington  and  Baltimore  areas.  Unlike  many  agents, 
the  AGVA  does  not  receive  a percentage  of  the  take. 
“They  book  us  and  all  we  pay  is  our  annual  dues. 
Groups  booking  the  act  pay  a standard  fee.  Distant  en- 
gagements that  involve  travel  cost  more,”  Bill  explained. 

Bill,  who  is  president  of  the  University  Gymkana 
Troupe,  said  that  the  name  of  their  act  “The  Fliffus,”  is 
also  the  name  of  one  of  the  best  tricks  they  perform.  The 
Fliffus  involves  a double  somersault  (either  front  or 
back)  with  a twisting  move.  “It  took  me  two  years  to 
learn  the  trick,”  says  Bill. 

At  the  present  time  Court  and  Bill  are  working  on 
another  difficult  act  which  calls  for  a double  and  triple 
twist  in  continuity,  that  is,  one  after  another  without  a 
bounce. 


During  his  past  summer,  the  fellows  worked  their 
act  locally.  They  appeared  at  the  openings  of  many  of 
the  new  trampoline  centers  in  this  area  as  well  as  serv- 
ice station  openings  and  a few  clubs.  After  graduation  in 
June,  they  hope  to  take  their  act  on  tour.  Court  will  re- 
ceive his  degree  in  physical  education  while  Bill  will 
receive  his  in  sociology. 

Recent  shows  in  this  area  included  one  on  Decem- 
ber 18th  at  Constitution  Hall  where  they  appeared  for  a 
Childrens'  Christmas  benefit  sponsored  by  the  C&P  Tele- 
phone company. 

On  April  7th  and  8th.  Bill  will  appear  with  the  Lni- 
versity  Gymkana  Troupe  during  its  annual  “Home  Show” 
at  Cole  Field  House.  In  the  meantime,  both  will  continue 
bouncing  away  every  free  minute  they  can  spare.  “After 
all,”  says  Bill,  “the  trampoline  is  paying  our  way  through 
college.” 


15 


ww 


Q£d  Xu  ie 

oj~  ifiz  X/[ontii 


Candy  Carter 


From  Catonsville  comes  the  February 
Girl  of  the  Month  . . . Candy  Carter. 
This  month's  lovely  is  representing  Car- 
roll  Hall  in  the  Miss  Maryland  competi- 
tion. Although  some  have  borne  the 
winter  weather  with  frowns  and  shivers, 
Candy,  who  revels  in  skiing  and  skating, 
has  suffered  only  from  ecstatic  quivers. 
(Poetic  license.)  This  5'3"  pizza-eating 
junior  is  majoring  in  English.  Did  you 
have  a Happy  Valentine's  Day?  Bet 
Candy  did. 


photos  by  MORTON  IRVIN  KATZ 


You  dirty  fly.  I got  you.  Now  ...  if  I can  get- 
the  two  pieces  together  . . . there!  How's  that  for 
a bubble  gum  prize?  A live  fly  of  your  own.  Look! 
He  knows  he's  trapped.  Trying  to  get  out  that 
little  hole  where  the  two  pieces  meet  and  lock 
together.  It's  disgusting  to  watch  him  . . . Now 
what  will  I do  with  him?  It  feels  dirty  just  holding 
this  case.  I have  a strange  sensation  as  I con- 
sciously overcome  the  idea  that  the  outside  of  the 
case  is  dirty  simply  because  it  contains  the  fly  . . . 

I half  want  to  put  it  in  my  mouth.  I've  got  to  get 
rid  of  it.  Put  it  in  my  pocket  ...  I can't.  Let  it 
go  ...  no.  I caught  it,  I've  got  to  do  something 
with  it.  I can't  torture  it,  not  because  I feel 
morally  obligated  to  treat  the  fly  as  a P.  O.  W., 
but  because  everything  I do  with  it  seems  so  dirty. 

I can't  stand  knowing  it's  in  this  case  any  longer. 

I wish  I had  a fire  to  throw  the  whole  mess  into. 
Outside.  It's  cool  out  here,  but  so  dark  after  the 
dirty  light  inside.  I can  see  nothing.  I'll  drop  the 
case,  and  if  it  pops  open,  the  fly  is  free.  If  not, 
I'll  step  on  it  ...  it  didn't  open  . . . where  is  it? 

I heard  it  roll  on  the  concrete.  Over  here  . . . 
here.  All  right,  fly,  one  more  chance.  Still  intact. 
Stop  this  stuff.  Step  on  it.  All  right,  it's  over  . . . 
Somehow,  that  was  satisfying.  I'm  glad  it's  over. 
But  I wish  I still  had  a fly.  It's  cool  out  here. 
I'll  go  back  in  with  the  flies. 
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These  damned  gnats  are  driving  me  crazy. 
Somehow  it  seems  as  though  taking  a bath  makes 
me  more  vulnerable.  My  skin  is  dry  and  my  sweat 
feels  prickly.  I guess  these  aren't  gnats  because 
they  sting  a little.  Damn!  Stop  it!  Stop  it!  Ugh. 

I wonder  how  many  people  have  stabbed  them- 
selves with  screwdrivers  swatting  at  gnats.  Get  on 
there,  you  s.  o.  b.  Why  won't  these  bugs  leave  me 
alone?  I'm  late,  and  this  damn  brake  won't  work. 
What's  wrong  with  it?  Damn  this  heat.  I'm  late. 

I don't  give  a damn.  I'm  fixing  this  brake  if  it 
takes  all  year.  I'll  go  crazy  if  it  doesn't  work  now. 
Brand  new  and  the  s.o.b.  doesn't  work  right.  Take 
it  back.  Get  my  money  back.  Run  into  the  street 
and  cry.  Damn.  Maybe  there's  too  much  grease 
on  the  cable.  Too  much  grease  on  my  dry  skin. 
Damn  you  fly!  Ugh.  Damn.  Grease  on  my  fore- 
head. Can't  wipe  it  off.  If  only  I could  kill  one 
of  these  bugs!  I can't  even  see  them.  It  isn't  fair! 

Maybe  if  they  issued  every  student  a flyswat- 
ter at  registration  we  could  get  rid  of  these  damn 
things.  I don't  feel  like  studying;  maybe  that's 
why  they're  bothering  me  . . . What's  here?  A 
little  plastic  globular  case,  the  kind  that  bubble 
gum  prizes  come  in.  It  comes  apart,  in  two 
pieces  . . . 

There's  a fly.  Slowly  . . . slowly  . . . Hah! 


story  and  art  by  KEN  WAISSMAN 


Old  Line  Iravelogue 

This  feature  is  dedicated  to  all  those  students  who  for  some  strange  reason,  which  must  be 
purely  psychological,  just  can't  seem  to  face  up  to  a semester,  and  also  to  all  those  new  freshmen 
who  are  quite  disillusioned.  In  other  words,  this  is  dedicated  to  the  entire  student  body.  This  travelogue 
tells  you  where  to  go  . . . er  . . . rather  where  to  stay,  where  to  eat,  and  where  to  visit.  Now  you  have 
the  opportunity  to  tour  places  the  ordinary  everyday  tourist  doesn't  tour  ordinarily,  everyday. 
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Take  a cruise 


up  the  river  and  spend 


some  time 


at  the  NEW  . . . 


Alkatraz 


Every  room  water  front,  facing  the  beautiful  aardvark  cess  pool 


'ZVheti  tnAvelwcy  cut  “Quite  1 . . . 


Eat  at 


Dim  ’ Mall 

QUIET , PEACEFUL , RELAXING  ATMOSPHERE 


H Johnson , dinin'  hall  chef,  spe-  Leading  dietician  Mother  Mia  says 

cializes  in  28  flavors  of  ground  . . . “100%  of  the  students  in  the 

beef  . . . dorms  hold  dinin'  hall  cards.  This 

proves  that  9 out  of  1 0 students 
love  hamburger!" 
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Fresh  milk  daily. 


V|S" ,he  White  Mouse  fan 


MR.  AND  MRS.  KEN  A.  DAY , CARETAKERS 


Many  prominent  people  visit  here. 


Entertainment  nightly. 


Excellent  golf  pro. 


. .to  be  or  not  to  be? 


article  by  FRED  GALE 


Recently,  fraternity  men  and  particularly  the  Inter- 
fraternity Council  have  been  criticized  for  lack  of  inter- 
est in  the  objectives  and  affairs  of  the  University.  The 
past  record  of  the  fraternity  system,  however,  does  not 
bear  this  criticism  out:  in  fact,  history  completely  invali- 
dates these  erroneous  conclusions. 

In  keeping  abreast  of  Maryland's  ever-increasing  em- 
phasis on  scholarship,  the  IFC  has  made  it  compulsory 
for  all  rushees  to  have  a cumulative  2.0  average  before 
they  are  allowed  to  pledge.  The  policy  of  pledging  stu- 
dents on  trial  has  been  terminated. 

As  an  incentive  to  good  scholarship,  the  IFC  has  set 
up  its  own  $750  scholarship  fund.  It  is  divided  into 
three  $250  parts  which  are  given  to  the  fraternity  man 
with  the  highest  average,  the  house  with  the  highest 
average  and  the  house  that  exhibits  the  greatest  overall 
improvement. 

The  IFC  and  the  Panhellenic  Council  have  adopted  a 
plan  for  the  establishment  of  a seminar  which  is  now  in 
effect  at  Cornell  University.  The  seminar  will  he  a joint 
undertaking  by  fraternities  and  sororities  to  discuss  their 


mutual  problems  and  investigate  new  inroads  to  the  edu- 
cational processes  at  Maryland. 

In  the  field  of  entertainment,  the  IFC  has  contributed 
much  time,  work  and  money  in  its  fall  weekend  produc- 
tion of  IFC  Presents.  This  program  has  brought  such 
outstanding  entertainers  as  Harry  Belafonte  and  the 
Kingston  Trio  to  Maryland. 

This  year's  Greek  Week  will  be  complimented  by  the 
IFC-Panhellenic  Council’s  joint  participation  in  the 
American  Cancer  Carnival.  Two  fraternities  and  one 
sorority  will  give  their  time  to  run  the  carnival  each 
night  during  this  week. 

Aside  from  the  many  functions  of  the  IFC,  fraternity 
men  also  play  a very  important  role  in  campus  activities. 
This  fact  is  substantiated  by  the  vast  majority  of  officers 
in  student  organizations  who  are  fraternity  members. 

It  is  evident  that  the  criticism  hurled  at  the  fraternity 
system  is  completely  unfounded  and  without  justifiication. 
Fraternity  men  play  a vitally  important  role  in  the  ob- 
jectives and  affairs  of  the  University  of  Maryland. 


New  York  is 
Wonderful 

Especially 
when  you  live 
at  the 

BARBIZON 

For  Women 

Make  the  most  of  your  stay  in  New  York  City, 
whether  you’re  working  or  going  to  school.  At  The 
Barbizon,  you’ll  meet  the  nicest  people  — young 
career  women,  many  of  them  your  own  classmates, 
more  than  likely.  And  you’ll  enjoy  a radio  in  every 
room.  TV  if  you  like,  solarium,  library,  music  stu- 
dios—even  a swimming  pool!  Plan  to  make  wonder- 
ful New  York  more  so,  at  The  Barbizon. 


On  the  Smart  East  Side  ...New  York's  Most  Exclu- 
sive Hotel  for  Young  Women.  Daily  from  S4.50 
K eekly  rates  on  request 


MILTON 


on  Life  Savers: 


“Sweet  is 
the  breath' 


from  Paradise  Lost,  The  Beautiful  World,  line  1 


Still  only  5{ 
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FUZPA  SAGA  continued 

“You  are  my  aerobic,  my  anae- 
robic— I couldn’t  breathe  without 
you,”  sighed  Grebbis,  her  mouth  full 
of  beegleberry  bean  sprouts. 

“My  little  photosynthesis,  I 
couldn’t  live  without  you,”  countered 
Peter  Putney  Purk,  nestling  back 
into  the  peapod  leaves.  Shortly  after, 
he  mildewed  to  death. 

“One  last  try,”  quoth  Grebbis  as 
she  skipped  away  from  the  green- 
house. Passing  by  the  lake,  she 
spied  a form  lying  prostrate  by  the 
water,  singing  and  sighing  to  himself 
as  he  observed  a wonder  of  nature,  a 
blade  of  grass.  Edging  closer,  Greb- 
bis could  hear  him  reciting  to  him- 
self, gently,  in  a low,  caressing  voice, 
“Peter  Piper  picked  a peck  of  pick- 
led  peppers.” 

“How  lovely,”  groaned  Grebbis, 
leaping  happily  down  to  the  poet  and 
roling  him  into  the  lake.  “I  am 
Grebbis  Fuzpa,  music,  art.  poetry, 
and  clog  lover,  and  who  mayhap  art 
thou  be’est,  yea,  hoo?” 

“They  call  me  Nark  Hanley  Mop- 
kins,”  he  bubbled,  climbing  out  of 
the  lake  with  a water  lily  twixt  his 
teeth. 

“Hark,  Nark.  I see  a beautiful, 
poetic,  grassy,  birdsy,  treesy  future 
ahead  of  us,”  sang  Grebbis,  gently 
nibbling  at  his  water  lily. 

“Ah.  Grebbis,  Grebbis,  Grebbis,” 
be  sighed,  snatching  it  back  and 
swallowing  it  whole.  “Grebbis, 
Grebbis  . . . you’re  grubby.  Go 
home.” 

So  Grebbis  went  back  to  the  King- 
dom of  Scuz,  finally  realizing  that 
out  of  all  the  men  in  the  wrorld,  only 
the  Prince  of  Duz  does  everything. 


Recently  the  government  has  passed  laws  which  enable  jarmers  to 
receive  cash  allotments  jor  not  planting  certain  crops.  Reprinted  below 
is  one  of  the  many  letters  the  Department  of  Agriculture  has  received 
on  this  subject. 


U.  S.  Department  of  Agriculture 
Gratuity  Division 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Gentlemen: 

My  friend  over  in  Terrebonne  Parish  received  a $1,000 
check  from  the  government  this  year  for  not  raising  hogs.  So 
i am  going  into  the  not-raising-hogs  business  next  year. 

What  I want  to  know  is,  in  your  opinion,  what  is  the  best 
kind  of  farm  not  to  raise  hogs  on  and  the  best  kinds  of 
hogs  not  to  raise? 

I would  prefer  not  to  raise  Razorbacks,  but  if  that  is  not 
a good  breed  not  to  raise,  I will  just  as  gladly  not  raise  Berk- 
shires  or  Durocs. 

The  hardest  work  in  this  business  is  going  to  be  in  keeping 
an  inventory  of  how  many  hogs  I haven’t  raised. 

My  friend  Bordeaux  is  very  joyful  about  the  future  of  this 
business.  He  has  been  raising  hogs  for  more  than  20  years 
and  the  best  he  ever  made  was  $400,  until  this  year,  when  he 
got  $1,000  for  not  raising  hogs. 

If  I can  get  $1,000  for  not  raising  50  hogs,  then  I will  get 
$2,000  for  not  raising  100  hogs. 

I plan  to  operate  on  a small  scale  at  first,  holding  myself 
down  to  4,000  hogs,  which  means  I will  have  $80,000  coming 
from  the  government. 

Now,  another  thing:  these  hogs  I will  not  raise  will  not 
eat  100,000  bushels  of  corn.  I understand  that  you  also  pay 
farmers  for  not  raising  corn.  So  will  you  pay  me  anything  for 
not  raising  100,000  bushels  of  corn  not  to  feed  the  hogs  I 
am  not  raising? 

One  more  thing:  can  I raise  1 0 or  12  hogs  on  the  side 
while  I am  in  the  not-raising-hogs  business,  just  enough  to  get 
a few  sides  of  bacon  to  eat? 

Homer  J.  Sneed 
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Goodies 


dflj' 

'How’s  that  grab  ya?” 


ORANGE  PEEL 


An  eagle-eyed  mortician  noticed  an 
old  crone  shuffling  away  from  a fun- 
eral service  at  his  parlor,  and  asked 
her  how  old  she  was.  “One  hundred 
and  one,”  cackled  the  old  lady  proud- 
ly. “Well,  well,”  said  the  mortician, 
“hardly  worth  going  home,  is  it?” 


A bachelor  was  recently  called 
upon  to  make  a sizeable  contribution 
to  the  Home  for  Unwed  Mothers, 
but  he  says  next  time  he  intends  to 
give  money. 
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An  unhappy  Cuban  shuf- 
fled down  a deserted  Havana 
street  muttering  to  himself 
| . . . “Those  feelthy,  rotten, 
steenking,  1 o w-d  o w n 
| pigs 

A sudden  hand  fell  on 
his  shoulder.  “Come  along,” 
said  a policeman.  “You  are 
under  arrest  for  treasonable 
utterances  against  the  au- 
thorities.” 

“The  authorities!”  cried 
the  indignant  citizen.  “Why 
1 never  even  mentioned 
them.” 

“No,”  said  the  policeman, 
j “hut  you  described  them 
perfectly.” 


Chaplain:  “I'll  allow  you 
five  minutes  of  grace  before 
; your  execution.” 

Condemned  Man : “Well, 

J that’s  not  long,  but,  bring 
j her  in.” 


The  Yale  Record 


A young  man  went  to  a dance  and  met  the  most  beau- 
tiful girl.  He  asked  her  to  dance  and  she  danced  like  a 
dream.  Between  dances,  he  found  that  she  could  con- 
verse intelligently  on  any  subject.  She  was  particularly 
interested  in  his  favorite  sports  and  hobbies.  At  the  end 
of  the  dance,  he  asked  if  he  might  see  her  home,  and  she 
said  that  her  car  was  parked  right  around  the  corner. 
At  her  apartment,  she  asked  him  in  for  eggs,  bacon,  and 
coffee  becaouse  she  just  loved  to  cook. 

She  put  the  key  in  the  lock  and  he,  already  figuring 
the  cost  of  marriage,  pushed  open  the  door.  There, 
lying  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  was  a dead  horse.  He 
stopped,  aghast. 

“Well,  all  right,”  she  said,  “so  I’m  not  neat.” 
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Professor  upon  reading  student's  answer  to  question: 
“Why  did  the  pilgrims  go  into  the  wilderness? 

“While  your  answer  is  interesting,  it  is  not  correct. 
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Right  now,  Koppers  research  scientists  are  moving  into  this  new  $8  million 
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applied  research,  to  discover  new  products  and  to  improve  and 
find  new  uses  for  existing  ones.  Koppers  research  is  identified 
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and  achievements  of  the  individual. 

Learn  about  the  opportunities  for  you  at  Koppers  and  at  our  new  Research 
Center,  where  research-minded  graduates  are  offered  an  ideal  atmosphere  for 
progressive  development.  Write  the  Personnel  Manager,  Research  Department, 
Koppers  Company,  Inc.,  Monroeville,  Pennsylvania. 
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LETTERS  TO  THE  EDITORS 


Sirs: 

You  probly  dont  remember  me  but  in 
1958  i'm  the  girl  who  roght  you  once  just 
lo  right  how  pritty  I thott,  your,  Lift 
magazine  is  which  it  is.  I have  this  prob- 
lem kind  of  and  being  as  you,  solved  a 
cupple  times  befor  these  same  what  you 
coll  problems  by  your  nice  stories  nat- 
cherly  I thott  of  righting  you  personal  like 
you  can  planely  see  on  accounting  nun 
of  the  stories  solves  the  nature  of  the 
kind  of  problem  which  is  the  one  I got 
now.  So  you  can  see  why  i'm  righting 
personal  righting  like  this. 

1 dint  tell  you  gentlemen  when  I roght 
in  1958  before  that  I dont  have  no  eers  on 
accounting  I was  born,  that  way.  1 
keep  my  hare  real,  long  though  so  as  no- 
buddy can  see  that  I dont  have  any  eers 
like  i'm  telling  you  now  I dont.  But  it 
dusnt  make  any  kind  of  diferense  me 
keeping  my  hare  corned  over  which  every- 
buddy  finds  out  anyway  beecause  every- 
buddy  finds  out  and  you  can  tell  me  how 
ani  I suposed  to  get  a husband  without 
any  eers?  I still  live  at  home  like  I,  did 
wenn  1 roght  in  1958,  which  you  probly 
dont  remember,  being  as  I cant  get  any 
husband  on  accounting  the  lak  of  eers. 
My  brother  supports  the  fammly  as  my 
fathers  gonn.  and  he  wants  me  to  get  a 
husband  on  accounting  of  the  money 
which  he  doesnt'  get  verry  much  of  it. 
He  brott  a gentleman  collar  for  me  once 
about  back  in  Crhistmus  time  and  now 
i’m  having  a baby  soon  because  of  this 
gentleman  collar  my  brother  brott  and 
wasnt  a gentleman  if  you,  ask  me.  Any- 
way my  brother  says  hes  going  to  dround 
the  baby  when  it,  gets  born  just  like  Mary 
Wokkers  father  done  wenn  the  same  thing 
happend  to  her  wenn  she  got  cauht  on 
the  roofs  by  a bunch  of  these  kids  and 
got  the  same  problem  I got  now  but  shes 
got  eers.  o.k.  What  shood  1 do? 

I still  think  you  got  an  awful  pretty 
Lift  magazine. 

Sinserely  yours, 

Laura  Wingfield 

LW/tw 

St.  Louis,  Missouri 
Sirs: 

I love  you. 

Liz 

Editor: 

You’re  fired. 

The  Stockholders 

Sirs: 

What’s  the  best  way  to  put  out  a good 
college  humor  magazine?  We  are  seriously 
thinking  about  putting  one  out. 

Margie  Miller 


Sirs : 

What’s  becoming  of  the  moral  fiber  of 
our  country?  Everywhere  one  turns  there 
is  an  emphasis  on  sex,  killing  and  steal- 
ing. The  youth  of  our  land  are  con- 
stantly reminded  of  the  misdeeds  of  a few 
by  radio,  movies,  TV  and  the  press.  I 
think  something  should  be  done  now 
before  it’s  too  late. 

A1  Capone 

Sirs: 

We  have  nothing  to  fear  but  fear  itself. 

Franklin  D.  Roosevelt 

Sirs: 

On  behalf  of  the  crew  and  myself,  I 
want  to  thank  you  for  your  wonderful 
pictures  and  kind  words  in  your  report- 
ing of  the  launching  of  the  USS  Kingfish 
(cornin’  Sapphire).  However  one  thing 
has  me  puzzled.  What  are  all  those  little 
holes  on  the  starboard  side  of  the  ships? 

Captain  J.  M.  Savage 
USS  Kingfish 

(cornin’  Sapphire) 

Eil:  Portholes 
Sirs : 

Your  last  issue  really  gassed  me. 

Caryl  Chessman 

Sirs: 

My  associates  and  I thought  that  youi 
series  on  sexual  behavior  was  very  inter- 
esting. Someone  should  convert  that  series 
into  a book. 

Dr.  Kinsey 

Sirs: 

I thought  your  stor>  on  classical  music 
was  wonderful.  I sincerely  hope  your 
article  increases  the  sale  of  classical  re- 
cord albums. 

Dick  Clark 

Sirs: 

I’m  all  shook  up. 

Elvis 

Sirs: 

Like  boy  was  I ever  mad  when  I got 
done  areadin'  your  crumby  article  on  us 
teenagers.  Like  man  youse  don't  know 
what  you  is  talkin’  about  when  you  says 
that  all  us  teenagers  is  bad.  Just  most  of 
us  are  that  way. 

Stinky 

Sirs: 

Boy,  am  I great. 

Bobby  Darin 


Sirs: 

Your  article  on  outdoor  photography 
stunk.  I thought  you  would  have  at 
least  one  aerial  shot. 

Frances  Powers 

Sirs: 

The  world  is  doomed.  Get  out  while 
you  have  a chance. 

Ham 

Gentlemen  and  Various  Sirs: 

Call  it  a whim,  but  I can’t  help  be- 
lieving that  it  was  a copy  of  your  maga- 
zine which  inspired  in  me  the  other  night 
the  multifarous  symptoms  of  migraine, 
vertigo,  nausea,  seesaw,  and  bulge  such  as 
one  encounters  after  too  reckless  an  as- 
cent from  the  ocean  floor  or  an  after- 
noon: at  Schrafft’s.  My  wife  discovered 
me  thrashing  about  on  the  floor  like  a 
dying  warthog  at  about  two  in  the  morn- 
ing, screaming  that  I was  being  beaten 
by  a number  of  pixies  armed  with  spatu- 
las. She  noticed  a shredded  copy  of  your 
magazine,  which  had  been  carefully  muti- 
lated by  me.  She.  consulted  a Ouija  Board 
for  what  must  have  been,  hours  before 
convincing  herself  of  the  apparent  benefits 
of  extricating  me  from  my  spell,  which 
had  been  elicited  by  your  erstwhile  maga- 
zine. She  initiated  my  liberation  by  pelt- 
ing the  soles  of  my  feet  with  oatmeal 
and  whistling  “Slaughter  on  Tenth  Ave- 
nue” through  a broom.  I maintain  that  a 
vigorous  dousing  with  cold  water  might 
have  been  more  effective,  but  I have  never 
been  one  to  question  a women’s  judgment 
in  medical  affairs.  She  proceeded  then  to 
immerse  me  in  a quantity  of  meringue  pre- 
viously collected  in  the  bathtub  for  that 
purpose,  and  after  several  such  baptisms 
I began  to  come  ’round.  After  a number 
of  months  I am  still,  it  is  true,  assailed 
by  a somewhat  unpleasant  shrieking  sound 
not  unlike  the  A Capella  howling  of 
wolves,  even  though  I have  not  touched  the 
magazine  for  weeks.  This  condition  sub- 
sides by  encasing  oneself  in  800  pounds 
of  white  putty.  But  we’re  running  out  of 
white  putty.  My  wife  also  tells  me  that 
for  two  days  after  the  onset  of  that  fate- 
ful copy  of  Lift,  I demanded  to  know 
why  she  didn't  carry  a little  raspberry- 
colored  cashmere  blanket  to  throw  over 
her  enemies  in  hotels  and  trains. 

I write  not  out  of  malice,  but  merely 
to  advise  you  of  the  essentially  prosaic, 
but  nevertheless  grisly,  character  of  the 
journalistic  Frankenstein  which  you  per- 
petrate each  week. 

Compassionately, 

Morris  Sarnoff 

MS/wife 
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DOWN  BUT  NOT  OUT 


Joseph  Bird,  a Maryland  Univer- 
sity alumnus,  is  shown  peacefully 
recovering  from  the  effects  of  an 
all  night  reunion  which  was  recent- 
ly held  at  Maryland  University. 
Upon  awakening,  Mr.  Bird  re- 
marked, “There  is  nothing  like  a 
night  out  with  the  boys.” 
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The  Big  Men  Of  Music  Are  On  Columbo 

HO-HO  SQUARESVILLE 


THE  BUTTON-DOWN  MIND 
OF  PHIL  TUCKER.  Hear  Ameri- 
ca's newest  comedy  sensation. 
Recorded  live  at  the  ZBT  house. 
Phil's  routines  include  ''Last 
Night  At  Zal's,"  "Tonight  At 
Zal's,"  "Tomorrow  Night  At 
Zal's." 


JAZZ? 


THE  DUKE.  The  Duke  of 
Windsor  and  his  royal  quintet. 
The  Duke  and  his  men  play  the 
hottest  jazz  this  side  of  West- 
minster Abbey. 


DEMONSTRATION 


GREAT  MOMENTS  IN  FLY- 
ING. Thrill  to  the  greatest  mo- 
ments in  aviation.  Actually  hear 
the  voices  of  those  who  made 
the  headlines.  Narrated  by  Glenn 
Miller  and  Will  Rogers. 


KOVNOVSKY-BRAHMS.  An 

dre  Kovnovsky  and  his  orchestra 
play  Brahms.  Although  the 
match  was  close,  Brahms  lost. 

SLOP 


SVMPHo**% 
THe. 


PEARKOVSKY'S  SYMPHONY 

#6  in  D.  "Pathetic"  played  by 
the  Philadelphia  Philharmonic. 
This  album  is  available  in  mono 
only  because  some  idiot  turned 
off  half  the  mikes. 


PASS  THE  BROMO,  Broad- 
way's latest  smash  hit  starring 
Gil  Volmit,  the  Maryland  Health 
Service  plus  a cast  of  one  hun- 
dred bus  boys,  bottle  washers 
and  tray  scrapers.  Hear  "That 
Old  Nauseous  Feeling,"  "I  Ate 
Plenty  of  Nothing,"  and  "The 
Second  Time  Down." 

NOTHING 


AN  EVENING  IN  THE  LI- 
BRARY. Boy,  will  you  be  sur- 
prised when  you  hear  this  rec- 
ord. Since  it  was  recorded  live 
at  the  library,  it  contains  one 
hour  of  complete  silence.  If  you 
do  hear  anything  it  would  be 
advisible  to  see  a doctor. 


DOCUMENTARY 


SOUNDS  ON  CAMPUS.  Co- 

lumbo's  latest  stereo  demonstra- 
tion record.  Here  "Water  Run- 
ning Down  the  Sidewalk  Past 
A&S,"  "Dr.  Hornbake  Discus- 
sing the  100,000  Letters  He  Has 
Received  on  His  Snow  Policy," 
"Tom  Nugent  Exclaiming,  'Oh 
My  God,  Not  Another  One." 
"Bud  Milliken  Explains  the  The- 
ory of  the  Man  to  Man  Defense 
to  the  AWS,"  "The  Maryland 
Band  Playing  in  Tune,"  etc. 

Yours 

Dn 

Columbo 


FOOD 


Gastronomic 

Discovery 


VOLMIT  REACTION 


Experiments  recently  concluded  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Maryland  have  revised  world  thinking 
on  the  chemical  processes  involved  in  food 
digestion. 

Dr.  I.  Volmit,  director  of  Maryland’s  food 
research,  reported  at  the  annual  American  Medi- 
cal Association  meeting  that  food  changes  little 


in  composition  during  digestion. 

Three  thousand  “volunteers'’  tested  the  Vol- 
mit Theory. 

LIFT  in  photos  shows  the  specially  prepared 
experimental  food  before  serving  and  after  con- 
sumption, being  prepared  for  final  laboratory 
tests. 
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Be  perspicacious! 


Not  this:  a student  who  This:  perspicacious  . . . 

drowses  over  books  no  matter  sharp!  NoDoz  keeps  you 

how  much  sleep  he  gets.  awake  and  alert — safely! 


The  safe  stay  awake  tablet— available  everywhere.  Another  tine  product  of  Grove  Laboratories. 


If  you  sometimes  find  studying  soporific  (and  who 
doesn’t?),  the  word  to  remember  is  NoDoz.®  NoDoz 
perks  you  up  in  minutes,  with  the  same  safe  awakener 
found  in  coffee  or  tea.  Yet  NoDoz  is  faster,  handier,  more 
reliable.  Absolutely  non-habit-forming,  NoDoz  is  sold 
everywhere  without  prescrip- 
tion. So,  to  keep  perspica- 
cious during  study  and 
exams— and  while  driving, 
too — always  keep  NoDoz  in 
proximity. 


STUDENT  SUPPLY  STORE 
STUDENT  UNION 


cosmetics 

school  supplies 
jackets 

pocketbooks 

greeting  cards 


V, 


pomerfi  $c  dtflofo 


Open  Nightly  'til  9 PM. 


TRADITIONAL  CLOTHING 


4509  College  Ave. 


' 


RUSSIAN 
IN  OUTHOUSf 

On  Tuesday,  April  the  fourth,  the 
Russian  Hash  news  agency  announced 
the  placing  of  the  first  human  being  in 
an  orbit  one  thousand  miles  above  the 
earth.  As  it  has  always  been  LIFT'S 
policy  to  be  where  the  news  is  being 
made,  not  matter  what  the  expense  or 
sacrifice,  we  smuggled  LIFT  photog- 
rapher-reporter Kristof  Karsh  behind 
the  Iron  Curtain  to  bring  you  this  on- 
the-spot  report.  Karsh  was  able  to  take 
these  marvelous,  sneaky  pictures  by 
disguising  himself  as  a tank  of  liquid 
oxygen  and  standing  outside  the  door 
of  the  control  blockhouse.  With  his  I 
miniature  tape  recorder,  Karsh  was 

I 

IVAN  TRANSMITS  first  message  back  from  outer  space 
What  am  I doing  here?!” 


ENTHUSIASTIC  PEOPLES’ 
VOLUNTEER,  I van  Awfulitch,  is  es- 
corted to  the  waiting  rocket  ship  by 
Captain  Alexis  Nochoiceski  of  the 
M.  K.  V.  D. 


THE  25  STORY  HIGH  Russian 
super  rocket  nestles  on  its  secret 
launching  pad  in  the  Ural  Mountains. 
This  picture  was  taken  from  a point 
twenty  miles  away  with  a portable  Mt. 
Palomar  telephoto  lens.  Five  seconds 
later  a failing  Russian  college  student 
redeemed  himself  by  lighting  the  fuse 
that  sent  the  missile  screaming  into 
space. 


( RBIT  MAN 
dZE CAPSULE 


able  to  interview  the  Russian  astronaut, 
Ivan  Awfulitch.  Ivan  said  he  was  just 
a sheep  herder  from  a collective  farm, 
who  had  wandered  on  the  missile  base 
while  searching  for  his  lost  dog;  Laika. 
Shortly  thereafter,  he  was  given  a space 
suit  and  told  he  would  be  sent  after 
his  dog. 

Unfortunately  for  Karsh,  a technician 
tried  to  turn  on  the  valve  of  Karsh’s 
oxygen  tank,  which  set  off  a flash  bulb 
giving  Karsh  away.  Fortunately  for 
LIFT,  some  of  Karsh’s  film  was  smug- 
gled to  the  U.  S.  through  Red  China 
in  a yak  cart.  CONTINUED 


I 

KARSH’S  LAST  WORDS  shall  live 
forever  in  Hie  darkrooms  of  the  free 
world — “I  regret  I had  but  one  roll  of 
film  to  send  to  my  editor.” 
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EDITORIAL 


Revolt  Si!  Yanquis  No! 


Unrest  has  settled  on  the  world  scene  in  the 
years  of  1960  and  1961.  The  Far  East,  the  Near 
East,  Cuba — the  Laotians,  the  Algerians  and  the 
Cubans  all  have  brought  fear  and  anxiety  to  the 
hearts  of  true-blue  diehard  Westerners. 

We  feel  that  this  movement  is  indicative  of  the 
creeping  socialistic  attitude  which  all  true  patriots 
hold  dear  to  their  creative  hearts.  Patriots — the 
time  has  come  to  take  this  movement  farther  than 
the  national  level  and  to  sweep  the  decrepit  capti- 
listic  regime  from  the  “House  on  the  Hill.”  Year 
after  year  the  imperialistic  Yanquis  seek  to  squeeze 
the  peasants  and  lower  class  only  to  fill  their  coffers 
and  the  coffers  of  the  state.  Is  this  to  be  a govern- 
ment by  the  people  or  a government  which  ruth- 
lessly oppresses  the  helpless? 

The  greasy  surplus  food  which  we  must  eat  to 
survive  in  this  hell-hole,  ha!  Better  is  fed  to  pigs. 
They  starve  our  thirsty  minds  by  censoring  the 
books  which  enter  our  “majestic”  library.  Every 
day  our  bare  bleeding  feet  tread  upon  the  muddy 
quicksand  of  the  Mall. 

Students,  Revolt! 

The  library  should  be  filled  with  such  profound 
works  as  “Huckleberry  Hound”  and  “Mickey 
Mouse.”  What  a thrill  to  sing  “M-I-C-K-E-Y 
M-O-U-S-E”  at  the  convocation. 

The  Independent  will  revolt  against  the  Greek. 
Terror  will  reign  in  College  Park.  The  101st  Air- 
borne will  be  sent  here.  All  classes  will  be  sus- 
pended until  the  situation  is  straightened  out;  and, 
since  things  would  be  rather  boring  if  Route  1 once 
again  became  the  38th  parallel,  we  will  keep  fight- 
ing until  each  of  us  has  finished  his  four  year 
obligation.  Each  of  us  will  then  tenderly  grasp 
his  discharge  and  run  home  to  mother  to  show  her 
how  he  has  spent  her  and  Daddy’s  cigarette  money. 

To  accomplish  this  we  must  revolt! 

But  here  we  run  into  a definite  problem  as 
there  is  so  little  to  revolt  against  . . . perhaps 
another  day. 
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BRIGETTE  MONROE 

Fantastic  New 
Talent  Discovery 


“When  I first  came  to  New  York , I posed  in  the  nude." 


Miss  Monroe's  exquisite 
form  and  face  have  capti- 
vated artists  from  Gren- 
wich  Village  to  the  Bowery. 


CONTINUtD 


After  a busy  day,  Bri- 
gette  relaxes  with  escort 
Rocky  Klunkhead,  dining 
and  dancing  in  the  Ter- 
race Room  of  the  Grill. 


z 


“You  great  big  hunk  of  man,  you." 


A slow  walk  down  the  neon  lighted  streets  to  her  apartment  and  a 
good  night  kiss  from  Rocky  ends  a busy  day  for  Brigette. 


excellent 


conceited  T ragedie 

O F 

Romeo  and  Iulict. 

As  it  hath  been  often  (with great appbufe) 
ptaki  pnbiiquely,  by  the  right  Ho- 
nourible  the  L.of  H unjdtn 
his  Senunts. 


LONDON, 
Printed  by  Iohn  Dancer. 
M 9 7 
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Was  It  Really 


Willie? 


Among  the  world’s  unsolved  problems  such  as 
falling  U2’s,  the  Old  Line  and  Tuesday  Weld,  per- 
haps none  commands  more  attention  than  the  mystery 
which  surrounds  William  Shakespeare.  Did  he  write 
the  plays  on  which  his  name  appears  or  were  they 
written  by  an  unknown  writer?  Many  literary  author- 
ities have  debated  this  question  for  hundreds  of  years 
without  a common  meeting  of  minds. 

We,  the  editors  of  LIFT,  the  magazine  with  guts, 
do  not  know  the  answer  to  this  question,  but  we  have 
uncovered  a manuscript  supposedly  written  by  Bill  in 
1583.  We  hope  that  this  major  literary  discovery  will 
shed  some  light  on  this  question. 
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ROMEO  REVISITED 


A Play  In  Three  Acts 


Cast  of  Characters 

ROMEO,  Juliet's  lover  Tony  Perkins 

JULIET,  Romeo’s  girl  Sandra  Dee 

CLAY,  good  friend  of  Romeo  James  Garner 

FRIAR,  friend  of  Juliet  Bobby  Darin 

CAPOOT,  Juliet’s  father  Gary  Cooper 

APOTHECARY,  a man  of  medicine  Dr.  Christian 

ROCKY,  soldier  loyal  to  Romeo  Marlon  Brando 

RIP,  soldier  loyal  to  Romeo  Wally  Cox 

BENJAMIN,  soldier  of  the  house  of  Capoot  Elliot  Ness 
FRANKLIN,  soldier,  house  of  Capoot  Larry  Hampt 
WORD,  a messenger  Paul  Revere 

MILES,  a musician  Leonard  Bernstein 

DIZZY,  a musician  Count  Basie 

RICHARD  III,  an  erstwhile  king  Mogen  David 

STRANGER  " Dr.  Elkins 

CRIER  Jack  Parr 


PROLOGUE 

(Enter  CHORUS) 

CHORUS: 

Hark  good  people,  bear  us  out.  We’ve  got  something 
we  want  to  tell  you.  About  tall  and  straight  Romeo 
and  his  steady  girl,  Juliet.  Of  the  tears  and  strife 
these  two  lovers  had  to  endure.  Why,  oh  why,  didn’t 
they  see  their  psychiatrist? 

(Exit  CHORUS) 


ACT  I 
SCENE  I 

Georgetown.  A peaceful  community  nestled  in  a valley 

between  France  and  Australia.  Enter  ROCKY  and  RIP, 

two  soldiers  loyal  to  Romeo. 

ROCKY : Like  hark,  Rip.  Who  do  I see’st  over  yonder 
mountain,  who  rides  as  swift  as  the  wind? 

RIP:  It  be’est  the  soldiers  of  that  dreaded  Paris.  It  is 
he  who  robs  the  blind  and  steals  bread  from  the 
mouths  of  the  young.  He  is  hated  by  all.  O.  a thou- 
sand curses  upon  his  head. 

ROCKY : Aw,  shut  up.  Why  must  ye  get  so  worked  up 
all  the  time? 

RIP:  I beg  your  humblest  pardon,  Rocky.  I lost  my 
head. 

(Enter  BENJAMIN  & FRANKLIN) 

BEN:  Are  ye  soldiers  of  Romeo? 

ROCKY : Aye,  mate,  that  we  are. 

FRANK:  ( Aside  to  BENJAMIN)  I think  that  the  one 
who  speaks  is  a sailor. 

BEN:  If  ye  be  men  of  Romeo  I will  spat  in  thy  face. 
[He  spats.) 

ROCKY : Well,  I’ll  be  damned.  How  dare  you  do’est 
such  a thing. 

RIP:  Yeh,  why  don't  thou  go  read  the  book  of  the 
month  or  something. 

FRANK:  Draw  if  thou  be  man  enough. 

( They  draw.) 

BEN:  Zounds.  Frank,  we  got  the  short  straw. 

FRANK:  That’s  life. 

ROCKY:  Entreat  upon  thine  horses.  O men  of  Paris. 
Never  return  ere  we  will  flog  thee. 

(Exit  BENJAMIN  & FRANKLIN) 

RIP:  Way  to  go’est  brave  Rocky.  But  surely  we  will 
meet  them  again.  The  house  of  Capoot  has  many 
a strong  warrior  and  even  a jest  such  as  we  just  used 
will  not  stop  the  blood  from  dripping  on  the  soil 
when  again  we  meet. 

ROCK\  : ( The  sailor  bit  again)  Aye.  aye  tis  so,  ’tis  so. 


— 
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SCENE  II 

( Main  street  of  Georgetown.  Enter  ROMEO  and  CLAY.) 
CLAY:  Tallest  me  Romeo,  why  thy  be  so  sad. 
ROMEO:  Alas,  Clay,  my  lover  has  gone. 

( ROMEO  takes  center  stage  and  with  orchestral  accom- 
paniment sings  “’When  Your  Lover  Has  Gone.”) 

CLAY:  Tut.  tut,  Romeo,  I shall  cheer  ye  up  with  a jest. 

I had  to  shoot  my  dog  yesterday. 

ROMEO:  Was  he  mad? 

CLAY : Well,  he  wasn’t  exactly  happy  about  it. 
ROMEO:  O,  curses  upon  you.  Clay.  A heart  so  full  of 
grief  cannot  laugh.  A thousand  jests  such  as  that 
one  could  never  upturn  my  lips.  I’ll  never  smile’est 
again. 

( ROMEO  starts  to  break  into  song  again  but  the  orches- 
tra leader  loses  his  place  so  they  forget  the  whole  thing.) 
CLAY : My,  thou  art  in  low  spirits.  Perhaps  I should 
change  the  subject.  Look  yonder,  there  is  the  Ken- 
nedy place.  Is  it  not  yet  unoccupied? 

ROMEO:  Except  for  the  termites. 

CLAY : ’Tis  a shame.  Hark,  who  comes  from  afar? 
ROMEO:  How  now.  It’s  Richard  the  third. 

(Enter  RICHARD) 

RICHARD:  It  is  so.  How  be’est  thou,  Romeo? 

ROMEO:  I’m  fine  but  tellest  me,  Dick,  why  are  you  in 
this  play?  You  have  your  own  play  now. 

RICHARD:  Zounds,  you  are  right.  I must  be  gone  to 
the  theatre. 

(Exit  RICHARD.) 

(Enter  CRIER.) 

CRIER:  Hear  ye,  hear  ye,  all  men  of  noble  stature  come 
hither.  Lady  Capoot  of  the  house  of  Capoot  begs 
to  announce  a royal  party  morrow  night.  Free  beer 
and  pretzels  will  be  served. 

CLAY : We  will  go,  Romeo.  This  will  uplift  thy  spirits. 
ROMEO:  0,  perhaps  we  will  go.  Did  he  say  what  they 
were  using  for  chasers? 

CLAY : No,  my  lord. 

ROMEO:  Ah,  we  shall  find  out  morrow  night. 

ACT  II 
SCENE  I 

{The  main  ballroom  of  the  house  of  Capoot.) 

CAPOOT:  Welcome,  welcome  gentlemen.  The  stars  will 
shine  on  one  of  you  tonight,  I’ll  bet  and  win  the 
heart  of  my  only  daughter,  Juliet.  So  drink  and  be 
merry.  Play,  musicians,  play. 

( The  musicians  play  the  #1  song  of  the  day , “It  Ain’t 
Whatcha  Do,  It’s  The  Way  You  Do  It.”) 

ROMEO:  ’Tis  a lovely  party,  indeed.  Where  be’est  the 
booze?  Ah.  here  it  be.  Let  us  drink,  fair  Clay. 
CLAY : My,  my,  such  a good  wine. 

{At  this  point  the  band  ends  the  first  number  and  two 
musicians  begin  speaking.) 

DIZZY:  Ya  know,  Miles,  all  of  these  parties  are  alike. 

The  same  tired  people  and  the  same  old  music. 
MILES:  Yeh,  most  of  these  things  are  real  drags.  But 
last  night  I played  at  a party  that  was  from  wierds- 
ville,  man. 


DIZZY : Man,  clue  me  in.  Were  you  buzzed  by  the 
fuzz? 

MILES:  No,  man  it  was  wilder  than  that.  We  played 
at  one  of  these  swinging-out  parties  for  a deb.  You 
know  the  type;  good  up-bringing  from  a good  Catho- 
lic family.  The  wild  thing  was  that  we  played  one 
song  all  night. 

\)\ZZ\  : Like,  what  was  the  song,  man? 

MILES:  “I’m  Confessin’  ”, 

( The  musicians  resume  playing I 

ROMEO:  Hark,  have  I had  too  much  to  drink  or  do  I 
really  see  the  fairest  of  the  fair.  Tell  me,  Clay,  who 
be’est  that  lovely  creature  on  the  room’s  far  side? 

CLAY:  That  be  the  fair  Juliet  of  the  house  of  Capoot. 
But  thou  must  not  approach  her,  ere  the  smoldering 
embers  of  the  hate  between  your  house  and  hers  will 
blaze  anew. 

ROMEO:  Do  not  speakest  to  me  of  hate  when  there  is 
only  love  in  my  heart.  If  you  come  betwixt  us  I will 
slay  thee  not  by  the  power  of  the  sword,  but  by  the 
power  in  my  hands. 

CLAY:  I beseech  thee,  my  lord.  Stay  from  her. 

ROMEO:  O,  drop’est  dead. 

ROMEO:  {To  Juliet)  Ah,  fair  lady.  Thou  hast  lift  the 
chains  which  made  my  heart  grow  heavy.  No  longer 
am  I a slave  to  my  conscience.  Let  my  lips  cover 
yours  with  tender  bliss. 

( They  kiss  and  the  orchestra  plays,  “Some  Enchanted 

Evening.” ) 

JULIET:  Who  be  you  stranger? 

ROMEO:  Em  your  big  and  brave  and  handsome  Romeo. 

JULIET:  You  are  the  Romeo  of  the  house  of  Monte- 
video? {Romeo  nods)  I love  thee  Romeo,  but  thou 
must  retreat  ere  my  family  discovers  your  true  title. 
I shaft  meet  thee  after  the  party  is  over.  Go  quickly. 

(ROMEO  exits) 


SCENE  II 

i Capoot’ s orchard.  JULIET  is  inside  her  bedroom  pre- 
paring for  entrance  onto  the  balcony.  Suddenly  she 
hears  a crash  at  the  windoiv  and  discovers  the  window 
has  been  broken  by  a rock. ) 

JULIET:  ( Within I Hark,  who  throwest  rock  through 
yonder  window. 

ROMEO:  It  was  me,  straight  and  true  Romeo. 

JULIET : ( Within  ) Ah,  it  is  my  true  love  Romeo. 

( Juliet  daintily  steps  over  the  broken  glass  and  appears 
on  the  balcony. ) 

ROMEO:  It  be’est  me,  all  right. 

JULIET:  Oh.  Romeo,  Romeo.  Why  art  thou  a Monte- 
video? I lovest  thou  Romeo,  but  I cannot  love  thee. 
The  tide  of  events  between  our  two  houses  prevents  it. 
ROMEO:  Ay,  I am  a Montevideo,  but  does  true  love 
know  such  bound’ries.  I say  not.  We  will  be  married 
within  a week. 
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JULIET:  So  soon? 

ROMEO:  (Winks  at  Juliet)  Why  not? 

JULIET:  I shall  be  ready.  Goodnight,  my  sweet  Romeo. 
ROMEO:  Goodnight,  goodnight,  a thousand  times  good- 
night. 


ACT  III 
SCENE  I 

The  next  morning.  A room  in  the  Franciscan  Monastery 

occupied  by  a Friar.  This  Friar  is  from  France,  so  ob- 
viously he  is  a French  Friar. 

FRIAR:  It  be  Juliet.  How  be  thee,  my  child? 

JULIET:  Trouble  has  beset  upon  me  which  I knowest 
not  how  to  handle. 

FRIAR:  Tell  me  all,  Juliet. 

JULIET:  My  parents  not  knowing  of  my  love  for  Romeo 
have  arranged  for  me  to  wed  Paris,  one  whom  I 
greatly  loathe.  Thou  must  help  me  for  I am  an  out- 
cast in  my  own  house. 

FRIAR:  Why  does  thou  dislike  the  valiant  Paris?  He 
is  the  noblest  of  all  warriors  of  Georgetown. 

JULIET:  Frankly,  Friar,  it’s  his  breath. 

FRIAR:  Oh. 

JULIET:  What  shall  I do.  Friar? 

FRIAR:  I have  a plan,  fair  Juliet.  Tonight  when  ye 
retire  and  have  only  the  night  for  company,  drink 
this  magic  liquid.  Thou  will  fall  into  a deep  sleep 
for  many  hours.  Thy  father  will  take  thee  for  dead 
be  at  thy  side.  I will  send  word  to  Romeo  telling 
him  of  our  plot. 

JULIET:  A most  clever  plan,  Friar.  Give  me  the  liquid. 
I must  go. 

(Exit  JULIET,  enter  WORD ) 


SCENE  II 

The  Franciscan  Monastery.  It  is  six  hours  later.  Enter 
WORD  & the  FRIAR. 

WORD:  The  valiant  Romeo- is  not  in  sight. 

FRIAR:  Thou  must  venture  forth  again.  He  must  be 
found. 

(Exit  FRIAR  & WORD) 


SCENE  III 

The  main  street  of  Georgetown.  Enter  ROMEO. 

ROMEO:  Hark,  what  be  in  yonder  distance. 

STRANGER:  Juliet  of  the  house  of  Capoot  is  dead.  She 
died  in  the  night  of  a strange  illness. 

ROMEO:  Ye  are  jesting,  of  course.  I saw  her  only 
last  night. 

STRANGER:  The  open  casket  does  now  approach.  Look 
thy  self.  The  tongue  may  lie.  but  not  the  eye. 

ROMEO:  Fate  hath  struck  me  down.  My  only  love  is 
dead. 

(Exit  STRANGER  & Enter  CLAY) 

CLAY  : Romeo,  my  lord,  what  is  that  strange  gleam  in 
thy  eyes. 

ROMEO:  My  love  is  dead,  so  now  I must  die  by  her 
side.  Lend  me  leave.  I will  go  to  the  Apothecary  for 
poison. 

CLAY:  Don’t  say  Apothecary,  say  Drug  Fair.  There’s 
a big  difference. 

(Exit  CLAY) 


ROMEO:  What,  ho,  are  you  there.  Apothecary? 

APOTHECARY:  ( Within I Go’est  away.  It  is  my  lunch 
hour. 

ROMEO:  I demand  to  see  thee.  Open  the  door  or  I’ll 
huff  and  I'll  puff  until  I blow  ye  house  in. 

APOTHECARY’:  ( Opens  shop  door I What  do  ve  want, 
intruder? 

ROMEO:  Poison  so  I can  end  my  life. 

APOTHECARY’:  Does  thou  have  a prescription? 

ROMEO:  No,  but  ye  will  fix  the  poison  or  thou  shall 
die  by  the  sword. 

APOTHECARY’:  I will  fix  it  but  the  A.  M.  A.  won't 
like  it. 

I APOTHECARY  opens  a large  jar  marked  “ Dining  Hall 

Food.  ' and  dilutes  a portion  of  it  with  water.) 

APOTHECARY’:  Here,  drink  this  down  when  ye  are 
ready  to  die. 

ROMEO:  Will  this  really  kill'st  me? 

APOTHECARf:  No  one  has  complained  yet. 

ROMEO : A thousand  blessings  upon  thy  head.  Apothe- 
cary. I must  go  to  the  tomb  of  my  Juliet.  Mine 
hour  grows  short. 


SCENE  IV 

At  the  tomb  of  Capoot  situated  high  on  a windy  hill. 

(Enter  ROMEO.) 

ROMEO:  The  wind  is  strong,  but  my  purpose  is  stronger. 
Hark,  here  be  the  tomb  wherein  lies  my  Juliet.  My 
life  nears  its  final  breath. 

(ROMEO  enters  the  tomb.) 

ROMEO:  Hark,  it  is  my  Juliet.  She  is  alive. 

JULIET:  Who  did  thee  expect,  Cleopatra? 

ROMEO:  No.  but  what  miracle  has  brought  thee  to  life? 
My  ears  are  anxious  for  news. 

JULIET:  The  Friar  did  devise  a most  clever  scheme 
whereby  I was  put  in  a deep  sleep.  I awake'st  only 
minutes  ago. 

ROMEO : Let  us  leave  this  house  of  the  dead  and  go 
into  the  h<  use  of  the  living.  But  we  must  go  quickly 
for  Paris  will  surely  discover  your  true  condition. 

JULIET:  My  love,  with  thee  I will  gladly  go. 

(As  hey  walk  into  the  distance  the  orchestra  plays, 

“Exodus.”  The  curtain  falls.  ) 

THAT’S  ALL  FOLKS 


THE  MOST  TREASURED  NAME 
IN  PERFUME 


CHANEL 


SHELLEY 

on  Life  Savers 


Still  only  5{ 


“So  sweet,  the 
sense  faints  picturing  them!” 

from  Ode  to  the  (T  est  Wind,  line  35 


New  York  is 
Wonderful 

Especially 
when  you  live 
at  the 

BARBIZON 

For  Women 

Make  the  most  of  your  stay  in  New  York  City, 
whether  you’re  working  or  going  to  school.  At  The 
Barbizon,  you’ll  meet  the  nicest  people  — young 
career  women,  many  of  them  your  own  classmates, 
more  than  likely.  And  you’ll  enjoy  a radio  in  every 
room,  TV  if  you  like,  solarium,  library,  music  stu- 
dios—even  a swimming  pool!  Plan  to  make  wonder- 
ful New  York  more  so,  at  The  Barbizon. 


On  the  Smart  East  Side  ...New  York’s  Most  Exclu- 
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THAT’S  HOW  MANY  beers  each  of 
us  consumed  trying  to  snap  the  follow- 
ing candid  shots,  taken  in  the  morning, 
of  some  of  our  typical  married  faculty 
members  and  a typical  married  under- 
graduate couple. 
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MARRIED  STUDENTS  . . 


HERE  WE  SEE  a candid  shot  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Typical  Married  Undergrad- 
uates in  their  typical  collegiate  sur- 


AFTER SLEEPING  through  his  eight  o’clock  class, 
our  collegiate  husband  finally  rolls  out  of  bed. 


roundings.  The  alarm  is  ringing,  but 
fortunately  it  doesn’t  disturb  our  sleep- 
ing couple. 


MR.  AND  MRS.  TYPICAL  MARRIED  UNDER 
GRADUATES  enjoy  a quick  breakfast  in  their  typica 
collegiate  kitchen. 
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MARRIED  FACULTY  . . . 


WELL-KNOWN  ART  Instructor,  Prof.  Staff,  greets 
his  wife  in  the  morning. 


PROF.  STAFF’S  WIFE,  Big  Mamma  Moses,  presents 
breakfast. 


TYPICAL  CHEMISTRY  INSTRUCTOR,  Dr.  Staff,  WE  UNDERSTAND  THAT  R.  0.  T.  C.  will  be  tele- 
enjoys  his  breakfast.  vised  next  semester.  Here  is  its  star,  Captain  Video, 

saying  good  morning  to  his  family. 
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A room  with  hath  offers  many  conveniences.  Here, 
Melvin  Nurd  brushes  his  teeth  with  all  the  comforts  of 
home. 


HOME 

IS 

WHERE 

THE 

HEAD 


IS 


Books  reign  over  baths  as 
the  boys  settle  down  to  their 
studies. 


1 1 

< 

Wky 

Roommates  gather  round 
to  soak  in  some  facts. 


Dean  Ensor.  in  his  now  famous  “state  of 
the  dorms’’  message,  said  that  although  the 
dorms  were  crowded,  some  way  would  be 
found  to  alleviate  the  situation.  Several 
residents  of  Kent  Hall  have  found  the  an- 
swer. Being  spurred  on  by  that  famous  war 
cry  “Head  For  The  Head."  they  did  just 
that.  Here  we  see  several  glimpses  of  this 
easy  living. 
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A Swinging  Time 


Revolting  students  at  the  I niversity  of  Maryland 
recently  hung  in  effegy  the  faithful  Macke  Man.  Used 
to  tuna  fish,  salami,  submarines  and  cheese  sandwiches 
in  the  machines,  the  sudden  appearance  of  these  foods 
enclosed  in  real  bread  one  day  was  too  much  of  a shock 
for  the  students.  “We  can’t  stand  neatness,"  one  charm- 
ing co-ed  explained  after  the  Macke  man  had  been 
dispensed  with. 


LET  THIS  LOVELY  LITTLE  FACE 
BRING  JOY  FOR  SOME  SADIST  YOU  KNOW 


For  several  months  now  that  OTHER  phone  com- 
pany has  been  advertising  a princess  mode! 
telephone  that  doesn't  look  at  all  like  a Princess. 
Now  the  l-BALL  TELEPHINGER  COMPANY  offers 
a really,  true,  authentic  PRINCESS  PHONE. 

I-BALL  TELEPHINGER  SYSTEM 

I 


The  year  is  over 
And  I am  through 
Hinky  dinky  rinky  poo. 
Ratata  ratata 
Bing  bing  bing 
Something’s  here 
I think  it’s  Spring. 

We  have  40  pages, 

Not  32 
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article  by  BARRY  ALLEN 


THIRTY  . . . 

I will  heave  one  more  sigh,  will  take  one  more  quick 
over-the-shoulder  glance,  and  then,  muttering  excuses 
for  being  so  damned  sentimental.  I will  walk  briskly 
through  the  LIniversity  for  the  last  time. 

But  one  day  I will  remember.  I will  remember  it 
best  at  night  ...  at  rest.  Only  then  could  I see  the 
features  of  this  half-monument  to  the  men  who  built 
her  and  half-indictment  to  the  lack  of  knowledge  within 
her. 

I will  remember  all  the  obvious  things:  the  classes: 
the  parties;  the  late  hours  on  publications;  the  many 
guys  and  gals,  who  always  seemed  to  be  there  when  I 
was  about  to  chuck  it  all  . . . there’s  much  to  remember. 

But  somehow.  I also  realize  that  once  I step  across 
that  stage,  there  will  be  little  time  to  remember.  For 
a moment  there  will  be  the  overwhelming  desire  to  be 
back  in  the  thick  of  it,  but  this  too,  in  time,  will  pass. 

I learned  many  things  . . . 

Success  or  victory  ...  a rarity,  something  only  the 
rich  can  afford  . . . but  for  the  rest  only  the  constant 
struggle  of  man  against  man. 

Happiness  . . . something  which  you  think  you're 
enjoying  at  the  time,  but  later  find  out  you’re  not;  a 
reflection  from  a rocking  chair,  in  the  winter  of  life. 

The  world  . . . moves  fast  and  is  always  in  conflict. 
New  ideas  and  methods  are  archaic  almost  before  they’re 
put  to  use. 

Our  country  . . . learns  late  you  cannot  assume  the 
leadership  of  the  free  world  while  always  on  the  de- 
fensive. Peace  with  the  Communists  and  its  probability 
is  pondered  with  little  evidence  that  such  a state  could 
exist. 


The  time  for  lamenting  is  past  . . . this  is  an  era 
unparalleled  and  unprecedented  in  the  history  of  man. 
We  have  finally  come  to  realize  that  weapons  are  not 
enough.  We  must  be  more  clever,  more  astute  at  back- 
alley  fighting  than  they  are.  We  must  stop  moving 
laterally  and  start  moving  vertically.  You  cannot  win 
a war,  even  a cold  one,  with  hopes  and  platitudes  alone. 

But  where  do  you  start  . . . the  classroom,  perhaps. 
We  must  teach  there’s  more  to  life  than  what’s  offered 
behind  these  ivy-covered  walls.  Our  college  students 
must  rid  themselves  of  a fear  of  new  methods,  of  step- 
ping from  the  crowd  to  be  heard,  of  risking  a gamble — 
without  this,  poor  equipment  for  a group  preparing 
themselves  for  a struggle  against  the  most  cunning  of 
adversaries. 

Only  words  . . . some  may  be  stirred,  motivated  . . . 
merely  enough  to  comment,  “Swell  idea  . . . somebody 
ought  to  do  it,”  but  not  enough  to  take  action  them- 
selves. This,  too,  I know. 

We’ve  reached  the  end  of  a long,  seemingly  endless 
road;  and  yet  there  is  another  tiresome  trail  to  be 
begun,  where  there  is  no  certainty,  where  there  is  no 
end. 

As  I draw  to  a close,  I think  not  of  there  being  any 
end,  only  a beginning;  not  of  any  bitterness,  only  of 
friendship;  not  of  education  and  learning  of  the  past, 
but  what  awaits  ahead. 

. . . thirty 


"‘All  I said  was  ‘Good  afternoon.  Madam’.” 


Pdtuerfi  Sc  Gfoiiii* 

Op*n  Nightly  'til  9 PM.  TRADITIONAL  CLOTHING  4509  Collefli  Av.. 
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Or  Ernie 


Or  Ernie,  he'd  just  sit  there  while  us  kid's  be 
out  playin'  in  the  dirt.  01'  Ern,  just  sittin'  there, 
kinda  lookin'  at  us  like  he  could  tell  that  we  was 
really  bad  kids,  just  playin'  in  the  dirt,  not  really 
doin'  nothin'  bad,  just  playin'  in  the  dirt,  but  he 
knew  we  were  thinkin'  bad  things. 

Like  the  day  Bernice  stole  Annie  May's  medal 
she  won  at  Sunday  School.  Annie  May,  she  hid 
that  medal  in  a really  good  place,  underneath  the 
wood  pile,  but  Bernice  found  it  and  stuck  it  in  the 
Spanish  moss  over  the  tree  fort  so  nobody  could 
find  it,  but  Annie  May  found  it  anyhow.  The  thing 
is,  she  wouldn't  touch  it  'cause  Bernice  told  her 
there  were  red  bugs  in  the  moss  that  would  catch 
her  and  bite  out  all  her  blood  so  Annie  May  never 
got  her  medal  back  and  it  stayed  up  there,  in  the 
Spanish  moss  over  the  fort.  Nobody  knew  what 
Bernice'd  want  with  that  medal  anyway,  but  she 
really  was  happy  about  gettin'  it  away  from  Annie 
May. 

An'  ol'  Ernie,  he'd  just  sit  there  while  all  this 
was  goin'  on,  an'  rock  back  an'  forth,  back  an' 
forth,  his  ol'  straw  hat  that  Roscoe  took  a bite  out 
of  still  on  his  head,  shadin'  his  eyes  while  he  sat 
in  the  shade  of  his  porch,  rockin'.  It  was  really 
funny  about  that  hat.  One  day  Roscoe  come  up  to 
him  an'  just  took  off  ol'  Em's  hat  and  took  a big 
bite  out  of  it.  It  really  looked  funny — the  ol'  hat 
with  the  band  cornin'  off  and  this  big  bite  out  of 
the  brim.  Roscoe  sat  and  chewed  up  his  bite  an' 
spit  it  into  the  dust,  but  ol'  Ern  just  looked  at  the 
place  where  it  was  bit  an'  put  it  back  on  his  head. 

That  rockin'  chair  couldn't  hardly  rock  none, 
either,  because  one  of  the  rockers  was  broke,  but 
ol'  Ern  made  it  rock  anyway.  It  didn't  rock  back 
an'  forth  like  most  rockers  do,  but  kinda  around, 
in  a circle.  An'  ol'  Ernie'd  sit  there,  rockin' 
around,  an'  the  whole  porch'd  kinda  rock  around. 
It  wasn't  too  sturdy  nohow,  so  anybody  who'd  go 
on  the  porch  had  to  walk  a little  more  careful. 
Mable,  Ernie's  sister  who  had  three  kids  an'  a 
husbin  somewheres,  got  used  to  walkin'  on  the 
rockin'  porch  and  didn't  have  to  hardly  try  an' 
keep  her  balance  at  all.  She'd  come  out  an'  give 
ol'  Ern  a bowl  of  grits  for  lunch  every  day  an'  he'd 
sit  an'  eat  them  grits  without  sayin'  a word,  just 
wipin'  his  hands  on  his  pants  an'  scratchin'  his 
beard  an'  maybe  pickin'  his  teeth — he  didn't  have 
too  many — but  all  the  time  he  never  stopped 
lookin'  at  us  playin'  in  the  dirt  or  climbin'  the 
tree  fort.  He  always  looked  at  us  like  we  was  bad 
kids. 

01'  Ern  was  always  there  when  night  came  an' 
it  cooled  off  some  an'  we  went  to  bed.  Every  time 


we  walked  in  the  house  to  go  to  bed,  ol'  Ern'd 
still  be  there,  rockin'  around,  lookin'  at  us,  and 
when  we  got  to  bed  an'  it  was  dark,  we'd  still  see 
ol'  Ern  lookin'  at  us.  An'  in  the  mornin'  when  the 
dust  was  stirrin'  up  again  an'  there  was  mornin' 
smell  in  the  air,  we'd  go  outside  and  in  the  dust 
of  the  mornin'  we'd  see  ol'  Ernie,  sittin'  there  just 
like  before,  like  he'd  never  moved.  Roscoe  said 
ol'  Ern  never  went  to  bed,  and  some  of  us  believed 
him.  Especially  since  ol'  Ern  almost  always  wore 
the  same  clothes — he  wouldn't  have  even  had  to 
go  in  to  change  them.  Some  of  us  didn't  believe 
Roscoe.  We  just  said  he  told  us  that  because  he 
hated  ol'  Ern.  Ever  since  Roscoe  took  that  bite 
from  ol'  Ern's  hat,  Roscoe  hated  him.  So  nobody 
really  knew  what  to  believe. 

One  day,  Bernice  was  fed  up  with  Annie  May's 
not  tryin'  to  get  the  medal,  so  she  climbed  the  tree 
fort  an'  dangled  the  medal  down  from  the  boards 
in  the  fort.  She  was  gettin'  pretty  nasty  about  it, 
an'  started  yellin'  "Nyaah,  nyaah,  never,  ever  see 
this  again,  again,  again — I'm  gonna  throw  it  to 
hell  where  all  the  red  bugs  live,  live,  live."  It 
didn't  rhyme  but  she  kinda  sang  it  anyway.  But 
Annie  May  just  pretended  like  she  didn't  hear  it 
and  went  over  to  the  fence  and  laid  down  in  the 
dust  in  the  middle  of  the  day.  Bernice  kept  yellin' 
but  Annie  May  didn't  move  but  just  lay  with  her 
arms  folded  under  her  head,  like  she  was  really 
sleepin'  peacefully. 

Bernice  was  pretty  upset  by  this  time  so  she 
slid  down  the  tree  an'  ran  over  to  Annie  May.  But 
Annie  May  still  didn't  move,  so  Bernice  kicked 
some  dirt  in  her  face  and  stepped  on  her  head, 
which  made  Annie  May  pretty  mad.  She  jumped 
up  and  chased  Bernice  all  the  way  up  the  tree  into 
the  fort  and  grabbed  at  the  medal.  She  was  yellin' 
the  whole  time,  too,  "I'll  kill  you,  I'll  kill  you," 
and  sure  enough,  she  did.  She  pushed  Bernice 
out  of  the  tree  fort  and  Bernice  lay  very  still  in 
the  dust,  just  like  Annie  May  did  before,  except 
Bernice  wasn't  pretending. 

Roscoe  was  pretty  excited  by  this  time  and 
when  Bernice's  Ma  came  runnin'  over  and  every- 
body else  came  over,  Roscoe  was  really  jumpin' 
up  an'  down.  An'  when  everybody  saw  Bernice 
just  layin'  there  in  the  dust,  an'  asked  how  it 
happened,  Roscoe  kept  jumpin'  an'  pointed  over 
to  ol'  Ern. 

"He  done  it,  he  done  it,  he  throwed  a rock  an' 
hit  her  in  the  head.  He  done  it,  ol'  Ernie  done  it." 

01'  Ern  just  sat  there,  rockin'  around,  his  hat 
with  the  bite  out  shadin'  his  eyes,  just  rockin' 
around  in  a circle. 

Roscoe  really  hated  ol'  Ernie. 
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Although  Carin  is 
meter  butterfly. 


primarily  a backstroker,  she  has  turned  in  excellent  times  in  the  50  and  100 


The  Amazing  Miss  Cone 


by  LARRY  PEARSON 


The  young  lady  gracing  the  next  five  pages  is  Carin  Cone,  one  of  the  finest  swimmers  of  this  or  of  any 
other  generation.  Her  quest  for  rivals  has  taken  her  to  Melbourne,  Australia  as  well  as  to  a majority  of  the 
large  cities  in  the  nation.  Today  Carin  no  longer  swims  competitively.  She  has  given  up  this  rigorous  life  for 
a more  sedate  one  at  the  University  of  Maryland.  It  is  not  often  that  one  finds  the  rare  combination  of  beauty, 
brains  and  talent  as  exemplified  by  Miss  Cone.  The  OLD  LINE  is  proud  to  present  the  story  of  Carin  Cone, 
swimmer  extraordinary. 


The  cool  chlorine-tainted  water  was  undisturbed  ex- 
cept for  a solitary  figure  moving  rhythmically  up  and 
down  the  25-yard  pool.  The  indoor  pool  was  still  in 
semi-darkness  since  it  was  6:30  a.m.  Another  strenuous 
U/2  hour  workout  had  begun  for  Carin  Alice  Cone. 
The  blond-haired  girl  in  the  pool  moved  through  the 
water  with  such  natural  ease  that  it  appeared  she  had 
been  swimming  all  her  life.  Such  a statement  is  not 
far  from  the  truth.  Carin  learned  to  swim  at  the  age 
of  six,  primarily  as  a safety  precaution.  The  Cones 
were  spending  their  summer  near  a large  beach  and 
Carin's  father,  a safety  engineer  for  Bendix  Aviation, 
reasoned  that  his  young  daughter’s  chances  of  a swim- 
ming accident  would  be  lessened  if  she  could  swim. 
Ca  rin  was  enrolled  in  a Red  Cross  swimming  course 
and  three  years  later  joined  the  Women’s  Swimming 
Association  for  advanced  lessons.  It  was  here  that 
Carin  was  taught  the  backstroke  by  her  instructor.  Mrs. 
Marie  Griardine.  Although  subsequent  events  proved 
that  this  was  her  best  stroke,  her  initial  victories  came 
by  using  all  strokes.  At  13,  Carin  won  the  National 
Junior  300  meter  Individual  Medley  championship. 


(The  300  meter  individual  medley  consists  of  swimming 
300  meters  using  the  three  basic  strokes:  freestyle, 
backstroke  and  breaststroke.  I 

The  next  year  (1954),  Carin  was  once  again  a na- 
tional junior  champion,  winning  the  400  meter  free- 
style title.  A year  later,  at  the  age  of  15.  Carin  entered 
the  Amateur  Athletic  Union's  swimming  and  diving 
championships  which  annually  bring  together  the  coun- 
try’s best  swimmers  and  divers.  Most  ‘'experts  gave 
Carin  little  or  no  chance  for  a victory  since  this  was 
her  first  race  against  senior  competition.  Carin  silenced 
the  skeptics  by  capturing  the  100  and  200  meter  hack- 
stroke  titles,  setting  a new  American  record  in  the  100 
meter  race  and  tying  a world's  record  over  the  200 
meter  distance.  A few  weeks  later  she  was  named  to  the 
women’s  All-American  team.  Almost  overnight  Carin 
became  the  country’s  top  female  backstroker.  Never 
before  in  American  swimming  history  had  a girl  so 
young  swum  on  her  back  so  fast.  Soon  after  the  AAL 
meet.  Carin  announced  to  her  parents  that  she  intended 
to  make  the  Olympic  team  which  would  sail  for  Mel- 
bourne. Australia  in  14  months.  Such  a decision  was 
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not  an  easy  one  for  a fifteen  year  old  girl 
to  make.  At  an  age  when  most  girls  remain 
close  to  home,  she  would  be  13,000  miles 
from  home  representing  the  U.S.  in  a sports 
extravaganza  that  is  second  to  none.  How- 
ever, training  for  the  Olympics  is  much  more 
involved  than  being  separated  from  one’s 
parents.  It  requires  a great  deal  of  prep- 
aration and  sacrifice  ...  so  much  so  that 
Carin’s  parents  were  a little  skeptical  of  the 
idea.  But  they  gave  their  approval  after  see- 
ing their  daughter’s  dedication  to  her  goal. 
In  the  months  that  followed,  Carin’s  train- 
ing routine  emphasized  what  she  could  not 
do  as  well  as  what  she  must  do.  Carin  was 
rationed  to  one  date  a week  and  it  had  to 
end  by  midnight.  Her  diet  consisted  of  only 
good,  wholesome  food  high  in  protein.  There- 
fore fried  foods  and  most  sweets  were  strictly 
taboo.  She  also  was  prohibited  from  par- 
ticipating in  any  other  forms  of  recreation 
such  as  tennis  and  bowling,  since  they  would 
play  havoc  with  her  swimming  form. 

During  the  spring  and  summer  of  1956, 
Carin  was  unbeatable.  She  captured  the 
backstroke  titles  in  both  the  indoor  and  out- 
door AAU  meets,  setting  new  American  rec- 
ords each  time  she  stepped  into  the  pool. 
Her  time  for  the  20  yard  backstroke  was 
not  only  an  American  record,  but  a world’s 
record  as  well. 

Although  the  AAU  victories  were  impor- 
tant, the  Olympic  Trials  in  Detroit  would 
decide  whether  or  not  she  would  make  the 
trip  to  Melbourne  in  November.  In  a pre- 
liminary heat  of  the  100  meter  backstroke 
race,  she  splashed  her  way  to  victory  in  1:14, 
slashing  three-tenths  of  a second  off  the 
existing  Olympic  record.  Her  victory  in  the 
finals  assured  her  of  a place  on  the  Olympic 
team. 

At  the  Olympics,  Carin  did  very  well  in- 
deed. Swimming  against  such  international 
stars  as  Holland’s  Geertje  Wielema.  South 
Africa’s  Joan  Harrison  and  Great  Britian’s 
Judy  Grinham,  she  placed  second  although 
her  time  for  the  100  meters  was  identical 
with  the  winning  time. 

After  her  success  at  Melbourne,  Carin  re- 
turned to  her  Ridgewood.  New  Jersey  home 
confident  of  remaining  one  of  the  world’s 
best  female  backstrokers. 

Carin  entered  the  University  of  Houston 
in  the  fall  of  1958.  She  chose  Houston  be- 
cause its  swimming  coach,  Phill  Hansel,  was 
one  of  few  coaches  who  took  women  swim- 
mers of  college  age  seriously.  Under  the 
tutelege  of  Hansel.  Carin  swam  3%  miles 
a day  at  a small  pool  near  the  Houston 
campus. 

Although  swimming  and  studying  occu- 
pied most  of  her  time.  Carin  was  very  active 

Besides  being  a champion 
swimmer,  Carin  has  made  the 
dean's  list  at  the  University  of 
Houston. 
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in  campus  affairs.  She  was  vice  president  of  Panhel 
and  a member  of  Delta  Gamma  sorority.  She  was  also 
a Dean’s  list  scholar  as  well  as  being  voted  one  of  the 
10  most  beautiful  girls  on  campus.  In  her  “spare 
time”  she  was  a model  for  Neiman-Marcus,  Houston’s 
exclusive  fashion  shop. 

Garin  continued  her  assault  on  the  record  books 
through  the  spring  and  summer  of  1959.  She  began 
her  finest  year  of  competitive  swimming  by  winning 
both  women’s  backstroke  titles  at  the  indoor  AAU  meet. 
In  July,  Carin  lowered  her  own  world’s  record  in  the 
220  yard  backstroke,  slicing  more  than  three  seconds 
from  her  1956  time.  Two  months  later  at  the  Pan 
American  games  in  Chicago,  Carin  won  the  100  meter 
backstroke  title,  and  also  established  a world’s  record 
of  1:11.4  for  the  same  distance  in  the  medley  relay. 

At  the  end  of  the  summer,  Carin  found  herself  in  a 
unique  position.  Since  she  held  all  of  the  women’s 
backstroke  records,  she  could  go  no  farther.  In  essence, 
the  only  person  she  could  defeat  would  be  herself.  Real- 
izing this,  Carin  retired  soon  after  the  1960  AAU  out- 


door championships.  In  12  years  of  competitive  swim- 
ming, Carin  compiled  an  amazing  record.  She  estab- 
lished five  world  records,  won  sixteen  AAU  champion- 
ships and  was  named  to  the  women's  All-American 
team  for  five  consecutive  years.  She  also  collected  more 
than  300  trophies  and  medals  including  the  prized 
Olympic  silver  medal. 

Carin  entered  the  University  of  Maryland  last  fall. 
She  is  enrolled  in  the  College  of  Education  with  a major 
in  elementary  education.  As  was  the  case  at  Houston. 
Carin  is  very  active  on  campus.  She  is  a member  of 
Delta  Gamma  sorority  and  a member  of  the  chapel 
choir.  Carin  also  represented  Wicomico  Hall  in  last 
year’s  Homecoming  Queen  contest.  But  perhaps  Carin  s 
most  interesting  activity  is  her  “new  swimming  career. 
She  is  a member  of  the  WRA  swimming  team  which 
competes  against  area  schools.  When  asked  of  this  rec- 
ord, Carin  smiled  and  said,  “We  are  still  unbeaten.” 
And  this  statement  best  describes  Carin,  for  whether 
she  is  in  a pool  or  on  dry  land.  Carin  Cone  is  likelv  to 
remain  unbeaten. 
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Carin,  unlike  most  world  champions,  found  time  for  activities  other  than  swimming, 
exclusive  fashions  (above)  was  a pleasant  diversion  from  her  rigorous  training  routine. 


Modeling 


YALE  RECOUP 


“ And  now  for  Cynthia  and  Billie,  Margie  and  Fatso,  the  Eighth  Avenue 
Dragons,  Julian  with  kisses  from  Lucille,  Peggy,  Joan,  Marie  and  Lydia  to 
you  know  who , Adolph  to  his  Sweetie  Maureen,  all  the  boys  on  118th  Street, 
Suzie  and  Stinky,  Eileen,  Annie  and  Sandy,  Loraine,  Jackie  with  love  to  . . 


" Most  guys  today,  that  women  prize  today,  are  just  silly  gigilos.” 


“ Anything  Goes,,  I a song) 


For  one  tiling,  lie  was  just  too  old  to  change  now. 
He  was  nearly  twenty-three,  and  whatever  faults  he  had 
obtained  had  become  a part  of  him,  fixed  there,  so  that 
to  lose  any  one  of  them  would  he  to  change  entirely, 
to  become,  in  short,  a totally  different  person.  He  would 
have  told  them  exactly  that  hack  at  the  school,  if  he 
had  told  them  exactly  anything,  hut  he  hadn’t,  and  it 
mattered  little  now  anyway,  for  he  was  going  home. 

The  train  brawled  heavily  past  the  dusky  shadows 
of  the  town  and  gathered  speed  as  if  to  elude  some 
danger  which  it  knew  to  lurk  there.  The  car  in  which 
Everett  Sitwell  rode  was  crammed  with  too  many  peo- 
ple, most  ol  them — like  Everett — students  going  home 
for  vacation.  The  air  was  strong  with  smoke.  Train 
air  seemed  always  smoky,  rather  old  and  dirty,  and 
Everett  disliked  the  idea  that  he  was  breathing  it.  Out- 
side, the  snow,  which  had  receded  a distance  from  the 
tracks,  was  dark  with  cinders.  It  would  harden,  not 
into  ice.  hut  into  a kind  of  stone  whose  ugliness  would 
take  a long  time  (perhaps  forever,  Everett  imagined ) 
to  melt.  Just  why,  Everett  wondered,  did  all  those 
things,  like  the  snow,  which  were  good  and  really  beau- 
tiful, as  il  they  were  dreams,  have  to  change?  Whv 
couldn’t  everything  just  let  everything  else  he?  But 
this  wasn’t  so,  and.  without  warning,  things  which 
seemed  lovely  would  change  suddenly  into  something 
dark  and  ugly,  like  that  snow  sliding  by  there  at  the 
edge  of  the  tracks.  He  made  a judgment:  since  the 
snow  would  remain  white  if  it  were  not  for  the  soot, 
and  since  the  soot  came  from  the  train,  the  train  was 
not  good.  The  train  would  change  something  which  was 
good,  darken  it,  and  the  train  therefore,  was  not  good. 
He  had  decided,  very  positively,  very  definitely,  that 
much  was  not  good,  and  the  doctors  at  school,  who 
had  watched  him.  were  alarmed  by  what  they  regarded 
as  his  unreasonably  extreme  tone  of  judgment,  and 
they  would  try  to  change  it.  But  this  quality  which 
turned  him,  which  involved  him  with  the  things  of  this 
world,  had  surrounded  him,  filled  him.  so  that,  losing 
it  now,  he  would  lose  himself. 

Oh.  there  were  other  things.  Things  for  the  doctors 
to  consider.  There  was  that  business  with  the  trees, 
when  he  had  driven  his  car,  a new  Porsche,  off  the 
road  which  ran  in  back  of  the  freshman  dorms,  de- 
liberately grazing  the  hark  off  the  trees  which  lined 
the  road  and  knocking  over  the  smaller  ones.  That  had 
happened  just  two  months  ago,  when  the  leaves  were 
red.  as  il  on  fire.  And  there  was  the  time,  hack  in 
September,  when  he  speared  his  hand  with  a pencil. 


That  happened  in  history  lecture,  and  he  had  to  laugh 
when  Higginson  said  “Indeed”  and  asked  him  to  leave 
his  class.  All  this  seemed  curious  to  those  who  knew 
him,  the  students  and  the  young  men  who  lived  with 
him.  They  had  known  (he  had  mentioned  it  to  a few  of 
them  I that  he  had  some  sort  of  crack-up  during  his 
freshman  year  and  had  dropped  out  of  school  for  two 
years.  No  one  seemed  to  be  sure  exactly  WHY.  hut  one 
or  two  had  an  idea  and  were  nervous  around  him. 

To  be  sure,  he  was  not  comfortable  as  he  was.  At 
night  he  would  lie  sleepless  in  the  room  he  had  rented. 
It  seemed  uncommonly  cold  and  dark,  not  at  all  worth 
the  rent  he  was  paying,  and  he  would  lie  there,  listen- 
ing to  the  stirring  of  reeds  on  the  next  hill,  waiting 
until  nearly  morning  before  he  might  sleep.  And  then 
he  would  be  frightened  by  what  he  saw : the  women, 
grotesque  and  wrinkled,  the  old,  leering  men,  the  cats. 
He  would  awaken,  damp  and  unrested,  when  his  win- 
dow was  barely  pale  with  morning  and  would  leave 
before  the  others.  He  had  been  called  down  several 
times  lately  for  his  drinking.  He  ate  little  and  smoked 
heavily. 

More  often  now,  he  thought  about  what  he  would 
do  when,  to  use  his  own  words,  he  “grew  up.”  A thou- 
sand possibilities  occurred  to  him,  each  one  more  elu- 
sive than  the  last,  incorrigible,  fleeting.  What,  he  had 
wondered  during  the  preceding  months,  would  happen 
when  vacation  came  to  liberate  him?  Well,  vacation 
was  now.  and  he  was.  in  nearly  every  sense  of  the  word, 
liberated. 

The  train  continued  through  the  dark,  and  inside  it 
became  more  quiet  as  talk  gave  way  to  magazines  and 
sleep.  As  if  from  ambush,  another  train,  sudden  and 
loud,  rattled  past,  its  windows  blinking  yellow-black- 
yellow-black-yellow-black  past  the  window  next  to  Ev- 
erett. Lonely  now,  he  left  his  seat  and  made  his  way 
through  the  random  suitcases  and  the  careless  arms, 
which  drooped  into  the  narrow  aisle  from  sleeping  bod- 
ies, back  to  the  club  car,  hoping  to  find,  among  its  sev- 
eral voices,  one  which  would  invite  him  to  join,  to  take 
part  in  a world  less  perilous  than  his.  There  were  two 
people  in  the  car,  one  of  each  sex.  They  were  about 
his  own  age,  perhaps  slightly  younger,  and  obviouslv 
together.  They  watched  him  for  a moment  with  a cer- 
tain mild  scorn,  and.  self-concious.  he  slumped  into  a 
settee  next  to  them. 

“Look,  can't  you  see  I'm  getting  better,  Jerri?”  the 
young  man  said  to  the  girl  beside  him.  “I  mean  let’s 

continued  next  page 
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. . and  now , girls,  to  give  you  some  interesting  facts 
and  pointers  on  our  latest  fund-raising  project  . . .” 


Not  this:  a student  who  This:  perspicacious  . . . 


drowses  over  books  no  matter  sharp!  NoDoz  keeps  you 

how  much  sleep  he  gets.  awake  and  alert — safelyl 

If  you  sometimes  find  studying  soporific  (and  who 
doesn’t?),  the  word  to  remember  is  NoDoz.®  NoDoz 
perks  you  up  in  minutes,  with  the  same  safe  awakener 
found  in  coffee  or  tea.  Yet  NoDoz  is  faster,  handier,  more 
reliable.  Absolutely  non-habit-forming,  NoDoz  is  sold 
everywhere  without  prescrip- 
tion. So,  to  keep  perspica- 
cious during  study  and 
exams — and  while  driving, 
too — always  keep  NoDoz  in 
proximity. 

Tin  safe  stay  awake  tablet— available  everywhere.  Another  tine  product  ot  Grove  Laboratories. 


FACE  it.  He  was  just  under  medium  height,  somewhat 
brownish.  His  body  seemed  slender  and  rather  vague, 
as  if  it  had  always  been  nervous.  His  accent,  which 
lifted  the  end  of  his  sentence,  was  Philadelphian. 

“Yes,  I know,  I know,”  the  girl  answered  sullenly, 
and  looked  away  from  him  as  if  suddenly  bored. 

“I  mean,  just  look,”  he  said  after  a moment.  “You 
have  to  admit  it’s  damn  good.  Better  than  Palmer  could 
EVER  do.  Admit  it.  " 

“Oh.  for  God’s  sake,  Greg,  you  just  can't  talk  about 
anything  but  yourself.  My  God.”  Her  voice,  which  had 
been  soft  a moment  before,  whined,  as  if  it  belonged 
to  a sleepy  child. 

“Well.”  he  answered,  “I’m  sorry  about  that,  I 
really  am.  But  it’s  good.  I didn’t  think  I could  write 
this  well.  I really  didn't.  It’s  sort  of  all-of-a-sudden- 
like.” 

As  they  talked  the  train  leaned  darkly  into  the  sha- 
dows ahead.  Outside,  the  wind  swooned  quietly  about 
the  cars.  The  wheels  chattered  on  their  tracks,  mono- 
tonously, as  if  mad.  Everett  turned  to  the  couple,  who 
were  silent. 

“Excuse  me,  but  do  either  of  you  know  what  time 
it  is? 

“Huh?  Oh  yeah.’’  the  young  man  answered,  “a  little 
past  one-thirty.”  He  spoke  with  a fine  indifference 
which  didn’t  seem  to  care  who  had  asked. 

“Do  you  remember,  by  any  chance,  what  time  we 
left  Poughkeepsie?”  Everett  asked,  engaging  their  at- 
tention. 

“I  guess  it  was  shortly  before  one,”  the  girl  an- 
swered. allowing  a faint  smile.  She  was  not  pretty. 
Her  coloring  was  not  unlike  that  of  her  companion, 
her  skin  slightly  paler  perhaps,  her  face  less  taut,  but, 
in  appearance  at  least,  they  were  much  the  same.  She 
wore  a blue  camel  coat,  which  enhanced  her  smile  as 
she  turned  to  face  Everett. 

“Who  are  you?”  she  asked. 

Everett  felt  himself  tense.  He  watched  her  for  what 
must  have  been  fifteen  seconds  as  the  train  grumbled 
in  the  night,  turning  suddenly  as  though  it  were  chang- 
ing its  direction.  As  he  answered,  Everett  felt  that  he 
too  was  changing  with  the  train’s  direction  and  the  pitch 
of  the  wind,  weaving  about  the  spaces  in  the  dark  ma- 
chinery. He  knew  then  that  he  wanted  this  girl  more 
than  anything. 

“My  name  is  Everett  Sitwell,”  he  said  slowly,  rather 
absently.  “What’s  yours?” 

“I’m  Jerri  Meisner.  This  is  Gregory  Flagg,”  she 
said,  indicating  the  young  man  next  to  her.  “He  goes  to 
Harvard,  and  I’m  at  Radcliffe.  Naturally.  Isn’t  it  hot 
in  here?” 

“Yes,  1 guess  it  is.  I’m  at  Yale  myself.  Yeah,  now 
that  you  mention  it,  it  sure  is  hot  in  here.  Why  don’t 
you  take  your  coat  off?”  As  she  removed  her  coat. 
Everett  watched  hypnotized  by  her  slow  and  precise 
movements.  He  let  himself  imagine  that  she  moved  as 
she  did  then,  so  correctly,  to  look  good  for  him.  The 
waiter,  a colored  man,  entered  the  car,  stiff  in  his  white 
jacket,  and  the  three  of  them  ordered  drinks.  The  girl — 
Jerri — asked  to  taste  Everett’s,  a stinger,  and  as  she  did 
she  sat  down  in  the  settee  next  to  him.  She  had  been 
drinking  for  a while,  and  as  she  talked  she  nodded  her 
head  up  and  down. 

“You  know.  Gregory  here  is  writing  something,"  she 
said  w ith  a trace  of  thickness  in  her  voice.  She  indicated 


the  young  man,  no  longer  sitting  with  her,  as  she  spoke. 
“You  know,  most  guys  today  would  just  write  some- 
thing and  let  it  go  at  that.  Most  guys  today.  But  not 
Greg.  He  is  unquestionably  the  most  egotistical  s.o.b. 
in  the  world.  1 mean  he  wrote  something — who  cares. 
Who  isn’t  writing  something,  I mean." 

“I’m  not,”  Everett  answered.  “My  whole  life’s  a 
poem." 

“Yeah,”  Gregory  added,  “I’ve  noticed  you  speak  in 
blank  verse.”  He  was  jealous  now,  and  his  voice  was 
bitter. 

“Well.  I’m  afraid  you’ll  have  to  pardon  me,”  Ever- 
ett said,  “my  humor’s  not  that  provincial." 

“Really?” 

“Really?”  Everett  repeated,  mocking  the  tone  of 
Gregory’s  single  word. 

“Oh.  you're  cute,  ja  know  that?”  Jerri  said,  laugh- 
ing stupidly  as  she  spoke  to  Everett.  “Really,  he  says. 
Really?  Oh.  I can’t  do  it  like  you  can.  You're  cute." 

The  train  racketed  on.  They  talked,  they  laughed,  they 
drank,  they  smoked,  they  yawned.  Gregory’s  bitterness 
aroused  by  Jerri’s  sudden  intimacy  with  Everett  would 
subside  and  rise  again,  subside  and  rise  once  more,  as  if 
he  had  been  purged  of  whatever  had  held  him  before. 
How  long  before,  he  was  not  sure.  He  was  fairly  drunk, 
and  he  knew  it,  but  he  felt,  nevertheless,  as  if  he  had 
changed.  Physically.  As  if  the  train  were  carving  him 
anew  as  it  swayed  on  its  track.  The  others  were  drunk 
too.  Jerri  told  Gregory  Flagg  to  leave,  that  she  cared 
nothing  for  him  or  anything  which  went  with  him.  and 
she  seemed  to  mean  it.  Her  head  leaned  sleepily  on 
Everett’s  shoulder.  Everett  felt  sleepy  too,  and  his  head 
slumped  back  against  the  cushioned  seat.  He  thought 
he  heard  Gregory  Flagg  say  something  to  Jerri  about 
how  she  should  have  cared  that  he  was  getting  better. 
“You  should  have  been  able  to  tell  ME  how  much  bet- 
ter I was,”  the  voice  said,  and  then  receded,  and  soon 
all  was  quiet. 

There  was  no  train.  No  wind.  No  people.  He 
walked  quietly  upon  what  was  grass.  He  was  some- 
where. It  was  dark,  and  clouds,  which  were  huge  and 
seemed  made  of  putty,  concealed  the  stars  which  he 
had  loved,  but  he  no  longer  cared.  He  thought  for  a 
moment  that  he  saw  Walter,  there,  in  front  of  him,  but 
he  vanished.  But  the  hand  was  there.  It  was  Walt's 

(hand  all  right,  and  it  pointed  at  him.  He  turned.  As 
he  did,  all  about  him  swirled  and  changed  too,  as  a 
kaleidoscope  changes,  its  designs  darting  fitfully  into 
still  newer  patterns.  It  became  darker  still.  He  thought 
he  should  hate  the  darkness — he  always  had — but  he 
wanted  it  now.  It  covered  nothing,  made  nothing  ugly 
really.  Really?  He  had  said  really  before,  and  he  saw 
him  now.  He  was  there  in  front  of  him  as  Walt  had 
been.  This  was  Gregory  Flagg.  He  had  said  really, 
and  it  was  cute  Jerri  said  it  was  she  said  it  was  and 
said  buy  me  another  drink  will  you  please  it’s  warm 
in  here  isn’t  it  now  I should  take  my  coat  off  most 
guys  today  would  help  a girl  off  with  her  coat  drink  at 
least  one  sip.  He  was  nearer  now.  He  moved  closer 
and  closer.  An  apple  rolled  past  him.  and  Gregory 
Flagg  was  running  toward  him.  Closer.  Inch.  “I  wish,” 
he  said.  “What  do  you  wish?”  “I  wish,  oh,  I wish,  I 
wish.”  “Wish  what?”  “I  wish  in  the  dark  that  I were 
forty  and  knew  what  I did  at  sixteen.” 
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Most  Guys  Today  continued 

The  train  lurched  and,  with  a sigh  of  steam,  stopped. 
Everett  sat  up  slowly,  embarrassed  that  he  had  been 
sleeping.  Jerri  had  slumped  to  the  seat  and  was  still 
sleeping.  She  seemed  to  he  snoring  lightly.  Her  mouth 
was  open,  and  she  seemed  less  pretty  than  she  had  be- 
for.  He  felt  dazed,  and  he  blinked  his  eyes.  They 
all  got  off  here;  it  was  the  city.  He  turned  and  saw 
that  Gregory  Flagg  was  gone  and  that  his  sweater,  a 
blue  boat  neck,  lay  with  Jerri’s  coat  across  their  legs. 
It  was  still  warm  in  the  car,  hut  Greg  had  laid  the 
sweater  there  as  if  afraid  they  would  he  cold.  He  sat 
for  a moment  longer.  What  he  would  do,  he  thought, 
he  would  walk  up  to  his  car  and  get  his  suitcases  and 
then  come  hack  and  wake  Jerri.  He  got  up  slowly, 
stepping  into  the  aisle.  He  felt  stronger  suddenly,  re- 
freshed by  the  little  sleep  he  had  had.  He  reached  the 
car  where  he  had  left  his  suitcases.  They  did  not  seem 
to  he  there,  hut  he  dismissed  this,  thinking  he  had  left 
them  in  the  next  car  instead.  He  walked  hack  to  the 
men’s  room  first  to  rinse  his  face.  The  water  ran  coldly 
into  the  porcelain  of  his  sink,  and,  carelessly,  he 
splashed  a handful  onto  his  face.  His  hand  paused  for 
a moment,  clutching,  and  the  tiny  washroom  echoed 
his  high  piercing  scream  as  the  hand  removed  itself, 
revealing  to  him  in  the  mirror  a face  he  had  never 
seen. 


STEW 

The  cannibals  danced  around  the  fire, 

The  cannibals  pranced  around  the  fire, 

The  cannibals  whooped  as  they  leapt  up  and  down, 
The  cannibals  snorted  as  they  turned  me  around. 
The  fire  kept  coming  closer. 

The  fire  kept  getting  hotter. 

The  fire  scorched  my  pants, 

The  cannibals  continued  their  dance. 

The  flames  were  leaping  higher 
I screamed  from  fear  of  fire, 

Billows  of  smoke  loomed  higher. 

As  the  cannibals  fed  the  fire. 

The  cannibals  ended  their  incantation, 

But  before  I go  here's  an  invitation, 

Sent  for  the  last  time  from  me  to  you, 

Stop  by  later  for  some  stew. 

suzanne  yaffe 
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The  following  is  on  except  from  a full  length  play.  We  couldtit 
print  the  whole  thing  but  here’s  a sample.  To  clear  things  up  a bit,  it 
takes  place  in  a ROTC  classroom,  the  hero  is  Farley  Everyclod,  the  villain 
is  Major  Mealy  mouth,  the  White  Knight  we  haven’t  figured  out  yet,  and 
it  is  funny. 


EVERYCLOD  . . . 


a play  in  one  scene 


by  RICHARD  ROTHBLUM 


Act  I scene  II 

[ROTC  classroom,  movie  showing  troops  being  machine- 
gunned  by  airplanes  while  subliminal  motto  is  projected 
on  screen  saying  dirty  commies,  the  movie  is  over,  and 
Major  Mealymouth  has  just  finished  the  joke  written 
for  him  in  the  study  outline.) 

Maj.  Mealymouth:  So  then  the  Jap  says,  you  no  lookee 
like  Allied  Sojer! 

( Class  laughs  uproariously) 

Class  ( not  quite  in  unison)  : Tell  us  another  one.  Major 
Mealymouth ! 

Maj.  M:  You’ll  just  have  to  wait  until  the  next  class! 
Now,  today’s  lecture  will  be  on  the  United  States’  policy 
of  Massive  Retaliation.  As  you  all  know,  Alfred  Nobel 
invented  dynamite,  or  smokeless  gun  powder  in  1890. 
Nobel  was  a peace-loving  fink,  hut  even  he  still  realized 
that  what  he  had  invented  could  be  used  as  a terrible 
instrument  of  destruction.  Good  old  dynamite.  Heh 
heh.  Good  old  Bombs.  Good  old  World  War  II.  Well, 
anyway,  Nobel  felt  that  his  invention  would  prevent 
any  further  war  because  of  its  horrendous  destructive 
power.  Heh  Heh.  [class  chuckles)  He  foolishly  thought 
that  one  nation  would  be  afraid  to  commit  an  act  of 
aggression  against  another  because  of  the  fear  of  retali- 
ation with  dynamite  bombs,  which  at  that  time  were 
believed  to  be  the  ultimate  in  destructiveness  capable 
of  wiping  out  all  life  on  earth.  ( Class  at  this  time  is 
unable  to  restrain  its  laughter)  Poor  old  Nobel!  He 
may  have  been  a brilliant  scientist,  but  he  would  have 
been  a rotten  General ! Today,  of  course,  our  political 
scientists,  economists  and  sociologists  have  worked  out 
far  more  sophistocated  policies  to  prevent  the  occurance 
of  another  war.  (Good  old  World  War  II.  It  was  one 
big  ball.)  Today  the  United  States  feels  that  it  has  the 
key  to  the  prevention  of  future  wars  in  the  combination 
of  rockets,  airplanes  and  incredibly  destructive  bombs 
which  we  have  in  our  arsenals,  ready  to  be  delivered 
to  a “Potential  Enemy”  (and  we  all  know  who  that 
means)  on  the  slightest  excuse.  Isn’t  that  a wonderful 
way  to  prevent  war? 

( Class  is  so  overcome  by  sheer  beauty  of  the  notion  that 
they  applaud) 

(Farley  Everyclod  appears  at  the  door.  He  is  late  for 
class.) 

Farley  Everyclod:  Sir,  Cadet  Evervclod.  reporting  late! 
Sir! 

Maj.  M.:  Well,  get  on  with  it. 

F.E.:  Yes,  Sir! 

( Stands  facing  class) 

F.  E.  (Chants):  Rinky  Dink  and  rooty  toot  too 
Class:  Everyclod’s  late,  pooh  pooh  pooh! 

F . E.:  Whippity  skip  and  oranga  tang  tang 
Class:  Three  demerits,  bang  bang  bang. 

Maj.  M.:  All  right,  Everyclod,  if  you’re  late  again,  you 
know  what  that  means! 


F.  E.:  Yessir!  You’ll  recite  the  next  two  verses,  in 
which  I get  three  more  demerits,  and  if  I’m  late  again, 
the  class  recites  the  last  two  verses  in  which  I am  hooted 
out  of  the  Cadet  Corps,  while  the  class  monitor  slaps 
me  on  both  cheeks  and  tears  off  m\  good  attendance 
medal  from  last  year. 

Maj.  M.:  Yes.  Now  take  your  seat. 

F . E.:  Thank  you.  sir. 

Ronald  Rotton  ( Class  troublemaker  I : Hey,  Maj! 

Major  Mealymouth:  Cadet  Rotten,  two  demerits.  Ad- 
dress me  as  Major  Mealymouth,  Sir. 

Rot.:  All  right.  Maj.,  but  listen,  (he  is  sincere)  why  go 
through  all  this  jazz  just  to  keep  guys  from  coming  late 
to  class?  I mean  so  what  if  they’re  a little  late. 

Maj.:  Suppose  everyone  were  a little  late.  Mr.  Rotten! 
Then  where  would  we  be!  I Major  Mealymouth  smiles 
triumphantly  at  Rotten.  I Every  day.  we  would  have  to 
wait  five  minutes,  just  waiting  for  the  class  to  arrive! 
Rot.:  But.  I mean,  every  day  we  spend  15  minutes  go- 
ing through  this  rigamarole  for  the  one  or  two  people 
who  are  late,  and  it  still  doesn't  stop  people  from  being 
late.  Other  classes  don't  have  a punishment  for  late  ar- 
rivals, and  no  more  students  are  late  to  those  classes 
than  are  late  to  this  one! 

Maj.:  Listen,  Rotten,  just  suppose  everyone  were  late. 
Where  would  we  be  then? 

(Enter  White  Knight) 

W.  K.:  I say  there,  fellow.  I am  looking  for  evil. 

Maj.:  Well,  you  certainly  won’t  find  any  evil  here.  I’m 
teaching  these  children  to  be  good  citizens  and  to  hate 
war  and  see  both  sides  of  the  picture  and  stuff. 

W.  K.:  That  sounds  innocent  enough.  You  hate  war. 
eh? 

Maj.  M.:  Goddamn  right  I do.  Except  for  World  War 
II,  I can’t  think  of  a single  good  war. 

W.  K.:  All  right.  God  bless  you.  Major  Mealymouth. 
You  are  doing  a good  thing.  (Exits) 

Maj.  M.:  Crazy  bastard.  Hmm.  Oh,  wait,  Mr.  White 
Knight ! ( W hite  Knight  returns  I . 

If  you  are  really  looking  for  evil,  why  don  t you  go 
over  to  Rus...  I mean,  why  don't  you  examine  the  land 
of  our  “Potential  Enemies.”  They  are  evil  through  and 
through  without  a spark  of  decency.  They  are  armed 
to  the  teeth  with  the  worst  weapons  imaginable,  and 
constantly  threaten  war.  In  fact,  the  only  thing  that 
prevents  them  from  attacking  us  is  that  we  are  armed 
to  the  gills,  also,  and  constantly  threaten  war  — in  self 
defense,  of  course. 

W.  K.:  Of  course.  Perhaps  I will.  I can  t tell  you  how 
happy  I am  to  find  people  anxious  to  stamp  out  evil. 
( Exits ) 

Maj.  Mealymouth:  All  right  class  — next  hour’s  lecture 
will  be  on  “Nobility  of  National  Purpose.” 

Lt.  Brownie,  dismiss  the  class. 

Lt.  Brownie:  Tenshun!  Rinky  dink  and  rooty  toot 
tooooooooo.  I’m  dismissed  and  so  are  vouuuuuuuu!  ! ! ! 
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"Yeah,  come  to  think  of  it  ...  I HAVE  had  a 
little  trouble  buying  shoes.” 


by  LARIAT  LITMIN 

Hi  gang.  Wow  this  sure  has  been  a swingin' 
week.  Lots  of  new  pinnings  to  report.  Let  me 
start  off  at  the  SOB  house  where  Billy  Button- 
hole is  pinned  to  Fatty  Airbrake,  a CAT. 
Mogen  David,  another  SOB.  lost  his  pin  to  a 
Pawnshop.  Guess  he  needed  some  bread. 

The  house  with  the  most  pinnings  to  re- 
port is  Cole  Field  where  ten  members  of  the 
wrestling  team  were  pinned  last  Friday  nite. 
Too  bad  fellas. 

Congrats  go  to  the  PDQ  house  for  their  new  slate  of  officers.  Prez 
for  the  coming  year  will  be  Voss  Bobwinkle;  veep.  Albin  Barkley;  sec- 
retary, Barbs  Barbenstein  (say,  how  did  she  get  in  there);  treasurer, 
I.  M.  Moneygrabber  and  Albie  Einstein,  social  chairman.  (By  the  way 
Albie,  how’s  the  physics). 

New  campus  couples  include  Charlie  Horse,  a CAD,  and  Emily 
Postum,  a DUD.  Also  Will  Tryanything  and  Sue  Willi. 

Hats  off  to  the  Apple  Pi’s  as  five  of  their  members  were  recently 
married.  That’s  what  I call  being  really  sociable.  Info  has  it  that  the 
A Pi’s  are  better  off  since  all  five  were  behind  in  their  dues. 

In  answer  to  many  requests,  I am  now  selling  a “How  to  Fool  the 
IFC  During  Rush"  kit.  Kit  includes  a book  of  250  snappy  rejoinders  to 
the  question,  “What’s  this  rushee’s  average?”  1000  sq.  feet  of  camou- 
flage to  hide  your  beer  supply,  a gross  of  “Clorets”,  and  25  cases  of 
beer  packaged  in  “Mother  Mahoney’s  Cola”  cans.  All  this  is  yours  for 
35  clams.  House  directors  may  order  directly  from  me. 

Guess  the  DOG’s  won’t  be  serenading  their  neighbors,  the  Double 
Delts,  again  for  quite  awhile.  My  info  has  it  that  the  DD’s  decided  to 
douse  the  DOG’s  with  water.  Unfortunately  some  dirty  independent 
placed  bricks  in  some  of  the  buckets.  Tough  crackers,  fellas. 

Great  Guy  of  the  Week 

This  week’s  great  guy  is  Benny  Belch,  a LUSH.  He  is  this  week’s 
great  guy  because  he  can  “hold”  more  than  anyone  I know. 

Hope  ya  all  have  purchased  your  tickets  to  the  Mantovani  con- 
cert. Should  be  a swinger. 

Don’t  forget  to  send  all  your  dirt  to  me  at  the  NUT  house.  I’m 
also  in  the  market  for  some  gravel.  See  ya  all. 
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A funny  coincidence  that  occurs  each  year  is 
that  spring  and  finals  fall  about  the  same  time  . . . 

(or  does  the  administration  plan  it  that  way??)  Well, 
anyway,  like  summer,  fall,  and  winter,  spring  is  one 
big  study  break.  However,  exam  week  is  approaching 
and  the  books  must  be  hit.  Since  most  students  prefer 
to  study  under  the  stimulating  light  of  a television 
tube,  if  the  programs  were  to  have  an  academic  theme 
perhaps  we  would  be  reminded  of  our  grades  and  our 
averages  would  improve  ...  or  rather  not  decrease  as 
much.  One  such  TV  show  is  ..  . 

What’s  My  Subject 


story  and  art  by  KEN  WAISSMAN 


Good  evening  and  welcome 
to  "What's  My  Subject?" 
And  now  I'd  like  you  to 
meet  our  dean  slip  winning 
panel,  whose  job  it  will  be 
to  guess  what  subject  our 
guest  is  currently  flunking. 
First,  the  well-known  col- 
umnist, a great  girl, 
HARRIET  ILLITERATE- 
MAN. 


Thank  you,  you're  a Great 
Guy.  Dorothy  K I u n k is 
pinned  to  Jimmie  Bean; 
Sally  Slim,  Cuti  Pi,  is  wear- 
ing the  pin  of  Buddy  Big, 
Tappa  Keg;  and  Liz  had  a 
boby  . . Party  Pooper  of 

the  week  is  Sylvan  Flub, 
for  taking  back  his  pin  . . . 
And  on  my  left,  the  head 
of  the  Stupid  Government 
Association,  Mr.  PESO 
WASTER! 


Thank  you  Senorita  Har- 
riet. For  to  be  on  my 
ieft  es  de  lovely  star  of 
University  Theatre,  Miss 


BONNIE  TOUGH- 
WOMEN. 


/ -/jjtVPETE.'  Y<hH| 
[JETTER  ST#P  8 V MV 
I SAW  - 


that 

BtiR: 


Thank  you  Dahling!  And 
good  evening  to  all  of 
you  marvelous  people 
you! 
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Now  if  the  mosks  are  in 
place,  panel,  our  guest 
will  sign  in  . . . We'll 
begin  the  questioning 
with  Miss  llliterateman. 


This  subject 

you're 

flunking,  is  it 

bigger 

than  a frat  pin? 

Oh  heavens  no!! 


That's  one 

down  and 

nine  to  go 

. . . Drink 

up  panel! 

Are  there  any 
labs  connected 
with  what  you 
do? 

Lavs,  maybe, 
but  no  labs. 

32 


That's  two  down  and 
eight  to  go  . . . Miss 
Toughwomen. 

Dahling!  Could  1 
ever  become  in- 
terested in  your 
subject? 

Oh  my  good- 

(HIC)  Thosh 

ness,  no.  Miss 

three  down 

Toughwomen! 

(HIC)  and  . . . 

It  looks  like  the 
panel  is  in  no 
condition  to  con- 
tinue, so  we'll 
drink  the  rest 
down,  and  tell 
them  what  you're 
Flunking,  Mr. 
Flunki. 


I'm  flunking 
Nutrition  3 
. . . I eat  in 
the  dining 
hall! 
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The  Seventh  Annual  Maggie  Awards 


are  presented  by  the  OLD  LINE  editors  to 
honor  the  best  performances  in  the  1960-61 
University  Theatre  productions. 

Productions  considered  in  the  competition 
were  "South  Pacific,"  "I  Am  a Camera,"  "A 
Streetcar  Named  Desire,"  and  "Julius 
Caesar." 

These  awards  were  presented  at  the  OLD 
LIN  E-University  Theatre  banquet,  which  was 
held  May  19  at  the  Norbeck  Country  Club. 
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best-  performance  by  an  actor 

FRED  HALLIDAY 


A Streetcar  Named  Desire 


Fred  Halliday,  for  his  role  as  Tennessee 
William's  magnificent  slob,  Stanley  Kowal- 
ski, is  this  year’s  Old  Line  selection  for  the 
top  male  Maggie  Award. 


best  performance  by  an  actress 

PAT  ECCLES 

A Streetcar  Named  Desire 


For  the  second  straight  year,  the  best 
performance  by  an  actress  goes  to  Pat 
Eccles.  Pat,  who  gained  the  1961  award  for 
her  sensitive  portrait  of  Blanche,  last  year 
topped  all  other  actresses  in  her  role  as 
Medea, 


best  performance  by  a supporting  actor 

JIM  ECCLES 

A Streetcar  Named  Desire 

A minor  role  brought  to  major  signifi- 
cance can  describe  the  supporting  role  of 
Jim  Eccles  as  Mitch  in  “A  Streetcar  Named 
Desire.”  Jim  won  the  1960  “Maggie”  as 
best  actor  in  “Come  Back,  Little  Sheba.” 


[ best  performance  by  a supporting  actress 

PAT  OHL 

I Am  a Camera 

Pat  Ohl,  the  1959  Maryland  Homecom- 
ing Queen,  for  her  poignant  acting  as 
Natalia,  was  awarded  the  “Maggie”  for 
supporting  actress. 
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best  actor  in  a musical  production 

CHARLES  GILLETT 

South  Pacific 


Charles  Gillett,  who  played  the  role  of 
Luthur  Billis,  the  Navy’s  most  influential  sea- 
man, receives  a 1961  “Maggie"  as  the  best 
actor  in  a musical  production.  Billis  is  shown 
at  the  left  talking  to  “Bloody  Mary." 


best  actress  in  a musical  production 

TERRY  RESCE 


South  Pacific 


Nellie,  the  girl  with  the  clean  hair  of 
“South  Pacific,"  was  the  award  winning  role 
played  by  Terry  Resce. 


drama  wing  award 

LYL  WRAY 


For  her  outstanding  contribution  to  the 
Drama  Wing,  Lyl  Wray  is  honored  with  the 
1 961  Drama  Wing  Award.  Lyl  traveled  over 
1,800  miles  and  performed  before  more 
than  4,500  persons  in  her  record-breaking 
50  performances. 


best  character  actor  or  actress 

SONJA  SMITH 

I Am  a Camera 


The  role  of  jovial  Frauline  Schneider  in 
“I  Am  A Camera"  merited  the  "best  charac- 
ter actress"  award  to  Sonja  Smith. 


“1  never  realized  that  the  frats  had  authority  over 
us  independents 
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“ Wait , / got  something  in  my  eye." 
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